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LETTER from 1TAL?, 
To the Right Honourable e AS" 
CHARLES Lord HALLIFAX. 


In the Year MDCC1. 


"4 


Salve magna parens frugum Saturnia tellus, 

Magna Virum ! tibi res Antique laudis & Artis 
Aggredior, ſanctos auſus recludere fontes. x 
9 | Virg. Geo. 2. 


— 
\ 


+. By Mr, JOSEPH ADDISON, 


WHILE you, my Lord, the rural Shades 
a admire, we 

And from Britannia's publick Poſts re- 
tire; 


* pleaſe, 15 
For their Advantage ſacrifice your Eaſe; 
Me into Foreign Realms my Fate conveys, 
Through Nations fruitful of Immortal Lays, 
Where the ſoft Seaſon' and inviting Clime 


Conſpire to trouble your Repoſe With Rhime,  - 


For whereſoe'er I turn my raviſh'd Eyes 
Say gilded Scenes and ſhining Proſpects riſe, _ _ + 
Vol. V. 2 Poetick 


Regs Nor longer, her ungrateful Sons to 


2 The Firn PAAT of 


Poctick Field encompaſs the ground. 
And ſtill 1 ſeem to tread on Chflic Ground 3 
For here the Mufe fo oft her Harp has ſtrung, 
That not a Mountain rears its Head unſung, 
Rerown'd in Verſe each ſhady Thicket grows, 
And ev'ry Stream in Heav'nly- Numbers flows. - 
How am I pleas'd to ſearch the Hills and Woods 
For riſing Springs and celebrated Floods ! 
TY view the Nar, tumulthous in his Courſe, 
2 the ſmooth Clitumnus to his Sourſe, 
the Mikcid dra bis watry Störe 
Thor the long — of a fruitful Shore, 
And hoary Athula' a' infected Tide 
O'er _ warm Bed of {moaking Sulphur glide, 
ir d with a thouſand Naptures 1 N 
Frida, tro Adw'ry Meadows © 8 
The King of F gays 2 Fhar rolling o'er the Plains 
The Tow'rin of half their rfidiſture drains, 
And proudly 4 with a whole Winter's Snows, 
| Diſtribures Wealth and Plenty where he flows. 
Sometimes Thiſguided by the tuneful Throng, 
I look for Streams immortaliz'd in Song, 
That loſt in Silence and Oblivion lye, 
(Dumb are their Fountains and their Channels dry) 
Yet run for ever by the Muſes skill, 
And in the ſmooth Deſc ription mürmur ſtill. 
Sometimes to gentle Tiber 1 438 
And che fam ' d River's ben * ores admire, 
That deſtitute of ſtren $ its Courſe 
From thrifty Urns and an untfruitful Sourſe; 
_ Yet ſung ſo often in Poetick Lays, 
Wich ſcorn'the Danube and the Nile ſurveys. 
So high the. _ Mufe &talts her Theme! 
Such was the Boin; a R_—_ inglorious Stream, 
That in Hibernian Vales obſcurely ſtray'd, 
And unobſerv'd in Will Mer: play'd; 
Till by War Lines and Nuſſaus Sword renown'd, 
Ats rf ng Billows through the World reſound, 
Where-&er the Heroe's Geske Acts can pierce, 
„Or where the Fare of an Immortal Verſe. 


rr . ˙ A ac mm. calls. 
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Oh cou'd the Muſe my raviſht Breaſt . inſpire . 
With Warmth: like yours, and raiſe an equal Fire, 
Unnumber'd Beauties in my Verſe ſhou'd ſhine, 

And Virgil's Italy ſhou'd yield to mine! 

See how the Golden Groves around me ſmile, 
That ſhun the Coaſt of Britain's itormy Iſle; 

Or when tranſplanted and preſery'd with Care, 
Curſe the Cold Clime, and ftarve in Northern Air. 
Here kindly Warmth their mounting Juice ferments 
To nobler Taſtes, and more exalted Scents. | 
Ev'n the rough Rocks with tender Myrtle bloom, 
And trodden Weeds ſend out a rich Perfume. | 
Bear -me ſome God to Baja's gentle Seats, 

Or coyer me in Umbria's Green Retreats 

Where Weſtern Gales eternally reſide, 

And all the Seaſons laviſh all their Pride, ; 
Bloſſoms, and Fruits, and Flowers together riſe, 
And the whole Year in gay Confuſion lies, 

Immortal Glories in my Mind revive, 

And in my Soul a thouſand. Paſſions ſtrive, 
When-Rome's exalted Beauties I deſcry 
Magnificent in Piles of Ruin lye : 

An Amphitheatre's amazing height 

Here fills my Eye with Terror and Delight, 
That on its publick Shows unpeopled Rome, 
And held uncrowded Nations in its Womb, * 
Here Pillars rough with Sculpture pierce the Skies, 
And here the proud Triumphal Arches riſe, 4 
Where the old Romans deathleſs Acts diſplay d, 

Their baſe degenerate Progeny upbraid. 
Whole Rivers here forſake the Fields below, I flow. 
And wondring at their height through airy Channels 

Still to new Scenes =y wandring Muſe retires, 

And the dumb ſhow of breathing Rocks admires; 
Where the ſmooth Chiffel all its Force has ſhown, 
And ſoſten'd into Fleſh-the-xugged Stone. 
In ſolemn Silence, a Majeſtick Band, 
Heroes, and Gods, and Roman Conſuls ſtand. 
Stern Tytants, whom their Cruelties renown, 
And -Emperors in Parian Marble frown, 

| B z While 


4 The TUIRD PART TV/ 
While the bright Dames, to whom they humbly ſu'd, 
Still ſhow the Charms that their proud Hearts ſubdu'd, 
Fain wou'd I Raphael's Godlike Art rehearſe, 
And ſhow th' Immortal Labours in my Verſe. 
Where from the mingled ſtrength of Shade and Light 
A new Creation riſes to my Sight, + 
Such Heav'nly Figures from his Pencil flow, 
So warm with Lite his blended Colours glow. - | 
From Theme to Theme with ſecret Pleaſure toſt, 
Amidſt the ſoft Variety I'm loſt: - -— # 
Here pleaſing Airs my raviſht Soul confound 
With circling Notes and Labyrinths of Sound; 
Here Domes and Temples rie in diſtant Views, 
And opening Palaces invite my Muſe. Th 
„How has kind Heav'n adorn'd the happy Land, 
And ſcatter'd Bleſſings with a waſteful Hande“ 
But What avail her unexhauſted Stores, 
Her blooming Mountains and her ſunny Shores, 
With all the Gifts that Heaven and Earth impart, 
The Smiles of Nature, and the Charms of Art, 
While proud Oppreſſion in her Vallies reigns, 
And Tyranny uſurps her happy Plains ? 
The poor Inhabitant beholds in vain 
The red'ning Orange and the ſwelling Grain : 
Joyleſs he Gas the growing Oils and Wines, 
And in the Myrtle's fragrant Shade repines: 
Staryes in the midſt of Nature's Bounty curſt, 
And in the loaden Vineyard dies for Thirſt, 
Oh Liberty, thou Goddeſs Heav'nly bright, 
Profuſe of Bliſs, and pregnant with Delight, 
Eternal Pleaſures in thy Preſence reign, 
And ſmiling Plenty leads thy wanton Train! 
Eas'd of her load Subjection grows more light, 
And Poverty looks chearful in thy fight; - 
Thou mak”ſt the gloomy Face of Nature gay, - 
Giv'ſt Beauty to the 'Snn, and Pleaſure to the Day. 
Thee, Goddeſs, Thee, Britannia's Iſle adores; 
How has ſhe oft exhauſted all her Stores, 
How oft in Fields of Death thy Preſence ſought ? 
Nor thinks the mighty Prize too dearly bought: 


> = > > ti — 7 a4 ed bed is. bed ] >a Mo es. > 
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On Foreign Mountains may the Sun refine 
d, The Grape's ſoft Juice, and mellow it to Wine, 
d, With Citron Groves adorn a diſtant Soil, 
| And the fat Olive ſwell with floods of Oil: 
We envy not the warmer Clime that lies 
ht In ten Degrees of more indulgent Skies, 
Nor at the Coarſeneſs of our Heav'n repine, 
Tho” o'er our Heads the frozen Plejads ſhine ; 
'Tis Liberty that Crowns Britannia's Ile, - _ 
And makes her barren Rocks and her bleak Moun- - 
tains ſmile. Kn Þ 4H 
Others with Tow'ring Piles may pleaſe the fight, 
And in their proud aſpiring Domes delight; | 
A nicer Touch to the ſtretcht Canvas give, 
Or teach their animated Rocks to live: 
'Tis Britain's Care to watch o' er Europe's Fate, 
And hold in Balance each contending State. 
To threaten bold preſumptuous Kings with War, 
And anſwer her afflicted Neighbour's Pray'r. | 
The Dane and Swede rouz'd up by fierce Alarms, 
Bleſs the Wiſe Conduct of her Pious Arms. | 
Soon as her Fleets appear, their Terrors ceaſe, 
And all the Northern World lies huſh'd in Peace. 
Th' ambitious Gaul beholds with ſecret dread 
Her Thyfider aim'd at his aſpiring Head, 
And fain her Godlike Sons You'd diſunite 
By Foreign. Gold, or. by Domeſtick-Spite; 
But ftrives in vain to Conquer or Divide, 
Whom Naſſay's Arms defend and Counſels guide, 
Fir'd with the Name, which I ſo oft have found 
The diſtant Climes and different Tongues reſound; 
I bridle in my ſtruggling Muſe with Pain, 
That longs tò launch into a bolder Strain. 
But I've. already troubled you too long, 
Nor dare attempt a more advent'rous Song. 
My humble Verſe demands a ſofter Theme, 
A painted Meadow or a purling Stream, 
Unfit for Heroes; whom Immortal Lays, 
And Lines like Virgil's, or like yours, ſhou'd praiſe. 


. „Ak. On 
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On the Death of A MYNTAS: 
4 Paſtoral ELEGTY. . 
Written by Mr. Duro wy 


TV. on a Joyleſs and a Gloomy Morn, 
| Wet was the Graſs, and hung with Pearls the 
When Damon, who deſign'd to paſs the Day {Thorn ; 
With Hounds and Horns, and chaſe the flying Prey, 
Roſe early from his Bed; but foon he found | 
The Welkin pitch'd with ſullen Clouds around, 
An Eaflern Wind, and Dew upon the Ground, 
Thus while he ſtood, and ſighing did ſurvey 1 
The Fields, and curs'd th' ill Omens of the Day, 
He ſaw Menalcas come with heavy pace; 
Wet were his Eyes, and chearleſs was his Face: 
He wrung his Hands, diſtracted with his Care, 
And ſent his Voice before him from af. 
Return, he ery'd, return unhappy Swain, 
The ſpungy Clouds are fild with gath'ring Rain; 
The Promiſe of the Day not only eroſs'd, * be 
But ev'n the Spring, the Spring it ſelf is loſt. 
Amyntas,— Oh! he cou'd not ſpeak the reſt, 
Nor needed, for preſaging Damon gueſs d. | 
Equal with' Heav'n young Damon lov'd the Boyz 
The boaſt of Nature, both his Parents Joy. 
His graceful Form revolving in his Mind; 
So great a Genius, and a Soul ſo kind, 
Gave ſad aſſurance that his Fears were true; 
Too well the Envy of the Gods he knew : 
For when their Gifts too laviſhly are plac'd, 
Soon they repent, and will not make them laft, 
For, ſure, it was too bountiful a Dole, 
The Mother's. Features, and the Father's Soul. 
Then thus he cry'd,' The Morn beſpoke the News, 
The Morning did her chearful Light diffuſe; 5 
But ſee how ſuddenly ſhe chang'd her Face, [grace 5 


e 


And brought on Clouds and Rain, the Day's Diſ- 
Juſt ſuch, Amyntas, was thy promis'd Race! 
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What Charms adorn'd thy Youth where Nature ſmil'd, 
And more than Man was giv'n us in a Child! _ 
His Infancy was ripe : a Soul ſublime 

In Years 0 tender that prevented time: | 
Heav'n gave him all at once; then fnarch'd away, 8 


. 


Ere Mortals all his Beauties cau'd ſurvey: . 
Juſt like the Flow'r that buds and withers in a Day. 
n 

The Mother Lovely, tho' with Grief oppreſt, 

Reclin'd his dying Head upon her Breaſt. 

The mournful Family ſtood all around; 

One Groan was heard, one univerſal Sound : 

All were in Floods of Tears and endlefs Sorrow 

So dire a Sadnefs ſate on ev'ry Look, [drown'd. 

Even Death repented he had pgiv'n the Sfoks * | 

He griev'd his fatal Work had been ordain'd, | 

But promis'd length of Life to thoſe who yet remain'd. | 

The Mother's and her Eldeſt Daughter's Grace, "= 

It ſeems had brib'd him te prolong their ſpace: Re. 


The Father bore it with undaunted Soul, | = 
Like one who durſt his Deſtiny controul; _—_— | 


Reſign'd his gon, but not reſign d his Heart. 
Patient as Job; and WAY be He to ſeg, 
Like him, a ne Wh + eh 


| N. 

Such is my Wiſh, and ſuch my Propheſie. 4 
For yet, wy. Friend, the Beayteops Mold remains, 
Long may ſhe exerciſe her fruitful Pains; 

But, ah! with better hap, and bring à Race 

More laſting, and endu'd with equal Grace; 

Equal ſhe may, but faxther none can go: 

For he was all that was exact below. 
MENALCAS. 

Damon, behold, yon breaking Purple Cloud; 
Hear'ſt thou not Hymns and Songs Divinely loud ? 
There mounts Amzyntas; the young Cherubs Play 


About. their Gadlike Mate, apd Sing him on is Wax. 
He cleaves the liquid Air, behold he flies, | wah 
And eyery Moment gains upPB the Skies; a 

Ba * 1 
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The new come Gueſt admires th' Etherial State, 
The Saphir Portal, and the Golden Gate; | 
And now admitted in the ſhining Throng, 
e ſhows the Paſsport which he dpi along; 
His Paſsport is his Innocence and Grace, | 
Well known to all the Natives of the Place. 
Now Sing ye joy ful Angels, and admire 


Your Brother's Voice that comes to mend your Quire: 


Sing you, while endleſs Tears our Eyes beſtow; 
For like Amyntas none is left below, 
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On the DEATH of @ very young 


Gentleman. 


E who cou'd view the Book of Deſtiny, - 
| And read whatever there was writ” of thee, 
O. Charming Youth, in the firſt op'ning Page, 
Sa many Graces in ſo green an Age, 5 


Such Wit, ſuch Modeſty, ſuch Strength of Mind, 5 


A Soul at once ſo manly, and ſo kind: _ 
Wou'd wonder, when he turn'd the Volume o'er, © 
And after ſome few Leaves ſhou'd find no more, 
Nought but a Blank remain, a dead void Space, 
A ſtep of Life that promis'd ſuch a Race: {' 
We muſt not, dare not think that Heay'n began © 
A Child, and cou'd not finiſh him a Man: {; 
Reflecting what a mighty Store was laid 

Of rich, Materials, and a Model made: 

The Coft already furniſh'd; ſo beſtow'd, 

As more was never to one Soul allow'd; 
Yet after this Profuſion ſpent-in vain, - 
Nothing but mould'ring Aſhes to remain. 

I gueſs not, leſt I fplit upon the Shelf, 

Yet durſt 1 gueſs Heay'n kept it for himſelf; 


— 


And | 
* 
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And giving us the Uſe, did ſoon recal, 
Ere we cou'd ſpare, the mighty Principal, 

Thus then he difappear'd, Was rarify'd, 
For tis improper Speech to ſay he dy d: 
He was, exhal'd; His great Creator er | 
His Spirit, as the Sun the Morning Dew; 
'Tis Sin produces. Death; and he had none 
But the Taint Adam left on ey'ry Son, 
He added not, he was ſo. pure, .ſo good, | 
'Twas but th' Original forfeit of his Blood: | | 
And that ſo little, that the River ran | . 
More clear than the corrupted Fount began. 
Nothing remain'd of the firſt muddy Clay, | 
The length of Courſe had waſh'd} it, in the way. 
so deep, and yet fo clear, we might behold + | 


The Gravel bottom, and that bottom. Gold. 
As ſuch we lov'd, admir'd, almoſt ador'd, | 
Gave all the Tribute Mortals cou'd afford. „ 
Perhaps we gave ſo much, the Pow'rs above 
Grew angry at our ſuperſtitious Love: 
For when we more than Human Homage pay, 
The charming Cauſe is N ſnatch'd away. 
Thus was — Crime not his, but ours alone. 
And yet we murmur that he went ſo ſoon; 
Though Miracles are ſhort and rarely ſhown, 
Hear then, ye mournful Parents, and divide 
That Love in many which in one was ty'd. 
That individual Bleſſing is no more, 
But multiply'd in your remaining Store. 
The Flame's diſpers'd, but does not all expire, | 
The Sparkles blaze,. though not the Globe of Fire, 
Love him by Parts, in all your num'rous Race, 
And from thoſe Parts form one collected Grace; 
Then, when you have refin'd to that Degree, 
Imagine all in one, and think that one is he, 


ow 
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To my Honour'd Friend Dr. Charleton, on 
his learned and uſeful Works; but more 
particularly his Treatiſe of Stone-Heng, 
by him reſtor d to the true Founders. 


T HE longeſt Tyranny that ever ſway'd, 
Was that wherein our Anceſtors betray'd 
Their free-born Reaſon to the Stagirite, 
And made his Torch their univerſal Light. 
So Truth, While only one ſupply'd the State, 
Grew ſcarce, and dear, and yet ſophiſticate, 
Till it was bought, like Emp'rick Wares, i Charms, 
Hard Words ſeal'd up with Ariſtotle's Arms. 
Columbus was the firſt that ſhook his Throne; 
And found a Temp”rate in a Torrid Zone: 
The feav'riſn Air fann'd by a cooling Breeze, 
The fruitful Vales ſet round with ſhady Trees; 
And puiltleſs Men, who danc'd away their time, 
Freſh as their Groves, and Happy as their Clime. 
Had we ftill paid that Homage to a Name, 
Which only God and. Nature juſtly claim; ; 
The Weſtern Seas had been our utmoſt Bound, | 
Where Poets ſtill might dream the Sun was drown'd: 
And all the Stars that ſhine in Southern Skies, 
Had been admir'd by none but Salvage Eyes. 
| Among th' Aſerters of free Reaſon's claim, 
Our Nation's not the leaſt in Worth or Fame. 
The World to Bacon does not only owe 
Its preſent Knowledge, but its future too. 
Gilber ſhall live, *till Load-ftones ceaſe to draw. 
Or Britiſh Fleets the boundleſs Ocean awe. 
And noble Boyle, not leſs in Nature ſeen, 
Than his great Brother read in States and Men. 
Thecireling Streams, once thought but Pools, of Blood 
(Whether Life's Fewel, or the Body's Food) 5 
| uo 


From dark Qblivien' Harvey's Name ſhall ſave; 


4. 
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While Ent keeps all the Honour chat he gave. 
Nor are You,” Learned Friend, the leaſt renown'd; 
Whoſe Fame, not eircumſerib'd with Eugliſh Ground, 
Flies like the nimble Journies of the Light; | 
And is, like that, unſpent too in its Flight. 4 W 
Whatever Truths have been, by Art, or Chance, | | 
Redeem'd from Error, or from Ignorance, = 
Thin in their Authors, (like rich Veins of Ore) | 
Your Wiarks unite, and till diſcover more. Me 
Such is the healing Virtue of your Pen, We. 
To perfect Cures on Books,. as well as Mer. — 6 | 


Nor is this Work the leaſt : Lou well may give 


To Men new Vigour, who make Stones to live. | | 
Through You, the Danes (their ſhort Dominion loft) 

A longer Conqueſt than the Saxons boaſt. 3 N 
S T © N E-HEN 6G, once thought a Temple, you have found 

A Throne, Where Kings, our earthly Gods, were crown d, 

Where by their wond'ring Subjects they were ſeen, 


Joy'd with their Stature, and their Princely Meen. 


Our Soveraign here above the reſt might ſtand ; 

And here be choſe again to rule the Land. 
Theſe Ruins ſhelter'd once His Sacred Head, 

When He from Wor ſter's fatal Battel fled ; 

Watch'd by the Genius of this Royal Place, 

And mighty Viſions of the Daniſh Race. 

His Refuge then was for a Temple ſhown : 

But, He reſtor d, tis now become a Throne. 


” : — — — . 
The DREAM. 
5 By the Earl of ROS cOM MOR. 


T O the pale Tyrant, who to hortid Graves 
Condemns ſo many thouſand helpleſs Slaves, 
Ungrateful we do gentle Sleep compare; 7 
Who, tho” his Viftocies as num'rous are, " 
5 et 
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Yet from his Slaves no Tribute does he take, 
But woful Cares that load them while they wake. 
When his ſoft Charms had eas'd my weary Sight 
Of all the baneful Troubles of the Light; 
Dorinda came diveſted of the Scorn, 8 
Which the unequall'd Maid fo long had worn; 
How oft in vain had Love's great God eſſay' d, 
To tame the ſtubborn Heart of that bright Maid? 
Vet ſpight of all the Pride that ſwells her Mind, 
The humble God of Sleep can make her kind; 
A riſing Bluſh increas'd x Native Store 
Of Charms that but too fatal were before, 
Once more preſent the Viſion to my view, 
The ſweet Ihuſion, gentle Fate, .renew! 
How kind, how lovely ſhe; how raviſht 1! 
Shew me, bleſt God of Sleep, and let me die. 
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By Mr. DR D E N. 


H laſt and beſt of Scots who didſt maintain 
Thy Country's Freedom, from a foreign Reign; 

New People fill the Land now thou art gone, 
New Gods the Temples, and new Kings the Throne. 
Scotland and Thee did each in other live; 21 
Nor wou'dſt thou her, nor cou'd ſhe thee ſurvive. 
Farewel, who dying didſt ſupport the State, | 

And cou'dſt not fall but with thy Country's Fate. | 


— 
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12 I yield, and can no longer ſtay 8 
My eager Thoughts, that force themſelyes away: - 
Sure, none inſpir'd, whoſe Heat tranſports em 


* 
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Above their Reaſon, and beyond their Will, 
Can firm againſt the ſtrong Impulſe remain: , + 
Cenſure it ſelf were not-ſo ſharp a Pain. 
Let yulgar Minds ſubmit. to; yulgar Sway; z 
What Ignorance ſhall think, or Malice far 


To me are Trifles; if the knowing fer, 
Who can ſee Faults, but can forgive them too, 
Applaud that Genius which themſelves partake, 
And ſpare the Poet for the Muſe's fake. 
The Muſe who raiſes me from humble Ground. 
To view the yaſt and various World around 
How faſt I mount! In what a wond'rous way 
grow tranſported to this e Survey! LY 
J value Earth no more, and far below cc er 
Methinks I ſee the buſie Pigmies go; . 
My Soul entranc'd, is in a Rapture brought _ 
Above the common Tracts of yulgar Thought. 
With Fancy wing'd 1 feel the purer Air, - 
And with Contempt look down on Human Care. 
Airy Ambition, ever ſoaring high, CT og 
Stands moſt expos'd to my cenforious Eye: 
Behold 'em toiling up a ſlippery Hill, " 
Where, tho' arriv'd, they muſt be toiling ſtil], 
Some, with unſteady. Feet, juſt fall'n to Ground; 
Others at top, —. Heads are turning round. 
To this high Sphere it happens ſtill that ſome, 
The moſt unfit, are forwardeſt to come; 
Yet among theſe are Princes fore'd to chuſe, 
Or ſeek out ſuch as would perhaps refuſe. 
Pow'r, if too great, is ſafely plac'd in none, 
And ſpon becomes à Dragon, or a Drone. 
Either remiſs and negligent ot all, 
Or elſe Imperious and. Tyrannical, 


W . Fir Paar erf 


Zut like Yome Hep 


Loaded with Guilt, they ſtill 


* 


The Muſe inſpires me now to look _ 
And fee a megyer' ſprt pf ſordid M 
Doating on little Heaps of yellow owDult ; - 
For that, deſpiſing Honour, Eaſe, and . 
Let other Bards, expreſſing how it ſhines, 
Deſcribe with Envy, What the Miſer finds; | 
of Dirt it ſeems to me, 
Where we m ſuch crawling Vermine ſee. 
Through Sch! they creep a thouſand crooked ways, 
Inſenſible of Infamy or Praiſe, ' - © 


Nor are to be refined 
Not to inlarge on — an obvious T t; ; 


| Behold their Folly, which tranſcends their Fault! 


Alas, their Cares and Caution only tend 

To gain the Means, and chen to loſe the End. 

Like Heroes in Romances, ſtill in Fi L 

For Miſtreſſes that yield them no Delight. 

This, of all Vice, does moſt debaſe the Mind, 

And Gold is an Allay to Human-kind. L 
Oh, happy Times, when no ſuch thing as Coin 

F'er temped Friends to part, or Foes to on! 

Cattle, or Corn, amon Feboſe harmleſs Men, 

Was all their Wealth; Ahe Gold and Silver then: 

Corn was too bulky to corrupt a Tribe, | 

And beflowing Herds would have betray'd the nabe. 

Our Traffick is meer intercourſe of IN, £ 

And ev'ry Wind brings a' new Miſchief ſtill; 


By Trade we flouriſh in our Leaves and Fruit, 


But Av'rice and Exceſs devour the Root. 

Thus far the Muſe unwillingly has been 
Fix d on the dull, leſs plealing ſorts of Sin; 
But with Delight The views le diff 'rent ways 
Of Luxury, and all its Charms ſurveys. 

Oh Luxury! thou ſoft, but ſure Deceit ! 


Riſe of the Mean, and Ruin of the Great! 
Thou ſure Preſage of ill. approaching Fates! 


The Bane of Empires, and the Change of States! 
Armies in vain reſiſt thy mi Pow'r; 


Nat Plagues, or Famine would coufound them more. 


Thus 


Wa Courſe; "YL 
by Vejendſhip's ſacred Force. 
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Thus Rome herſelf, while o'er the World the flew, Mi 
And did, by Virtue, all the World ſubdue, 1 = 
Was by her own Victorious Arms oppreſt, | 
And catch'd Infection from che conquer'd Eaſt; 
| Whence all thoſe Viees came, which ſoon devour 
The beſt Foundations of Renown-and Pow'r.. 
But, oh, what need have we abroad to roam, 
Who feel too much the ſad Effects at home 
Of wild Exceſs; Which we ſo plainly find hl 
Decays the Body, ropes 4 par the 2 A 
Yet the grave FO nor e Trom hence ; 
. To Aight the ſacred Pleaſures of the Senſe; 
| Our Appetites are Nature's Laws, and givin _ 
Under the broad authentick Seal of Heay'n.. 
Let Pedants wrangle, and let Bigots fight, 
To put reſtraint on innocent Delight, | 
But Heav'n and Nature's always in the right; 
They wou'd not draw poor wretched Mortals in, | 
Nor give Deſires that thall be doom'd for Sin. 1 
But that, in height of harmleſs Joys, we may 1 
Laſt to old Ape, and never loſe a Day: | 
Amidſt our Pleaſures we our ſelves ſhould ſpare, 
And manage all with Temperance and Care, 
Yet Heay'n forbid, but we ſometimes may ſteep 
Our Joys in Wine, and lull our Cares aſleep: 1 
It rarſes Nature, ripens Seeds of Worth; | | ö 
Like Pictures wet, to fetch the Colours terth : | 
But if the Varniſh we too oft a ".. | | 
Like Colours, we, alas! grow faint die. | | 
Hold, hold, impetuous Muſe : I wou'd reſtrain 
Her over-eager Heat, but all in vain; 
Abandon'd to Delights, ſhe Tongs to rove; 
I Jon — mw now the flies to Love; | 
Shews me ſome rura amy Shepherd chas? 
Soon overtaken, and as ſoon we Fm ; a 4. 5 
The Grafs by her, as ſhe by him is preſs'd , 
For fhame, my Muſe, let Fancy the reſt, 
At ſuch a Point Fancy can neyer ftay, . 
But flies beyond whatever you can ſay, 


* 
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Behold the ſilent Shades, the am tous Grove, 
The dear Delights, the very Act of Love. 
This is his loweſt Sphere, his Country Scene, 
Where Love is humble, and his Fare but mean. 
Vet ſpringing up, without the Help of Art, 
Leaves a ſincerer Reliſh. of the Heart; 
More healthfully, tho” not ſo finely fed, 
And better thrives, than where; more nicely bred :_ - .. * 


— 
* o 
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But *tis in Courts where moſt, he makes a Show, 80 
And high enthron'd, governs the World below; 

For, though in Hiſtories. learn'd Ignorance... _ © > 
Attributes all to Cunning, or to Chance, J 
Love, in that grave Diſguiſe, does often ſmile, - 4 


Knowing the Cauſe was Kindneſs all the while. 
What Story, Place, or Perſon does not prove 
The boundleſs Influence of mighty Love? 5 q 
Where-e'er the Sun does vig'rous Heats inſpire, 


- 


Both Sexes love and languiſh in Deſire, -- 

The weary'd Swain, faſt in the Arms of sleep: 

Love can awake, and often ſighing keep; 

And buſie Gown- men, — 1 Love diſguis' d, 

Will leiſure find to make themſelves deſpis'd. 1 f 

Imperious Kings ſubmit to Beauty's ſway ; | 

Beauty itſelf, a greater Prince than they, 

With all its Vanity, and all its Pride, Sw 

Lies often languiſhing by fome bleſs'd Shepherd's ſide. 

I meant to 9 — the ſoft bewitching Cham 

But yet my Head and Heart are both too warm: 

1 doat on Womankind with all its Faults, 1 

Love turns 2 into ſofteſt Thoughts; 

Of all that Paſſion which our Peace deſtroys, 

Inſtead of Miſchiefs I deſcribe the Joyͤs. | 

But ſhort will be its Reign (I fear too ſhort) 

And preſent Cares ſhall be my future Sport. 

Then, Love's bright Torch put out, his Arrows broke, 

Looſe from kind Chains, and from obliging Voke, 

| To all fond Thoughts I'll ſing ſuch counter Charms, 

The Fair ſhall liſten in their Lovers Arms. 

Now the Enthuſiaſtick Fit is ſpent, 

I feel my Weakneſs, and too late repent, 3 

: As 


* 
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As they, who walk in Dreams oft climb too high * 

For Senſe to follow with a waking Eye; 
And, in ſuch dang'rous Paths, are blindly bold. 

Which afterward they tremble to behold; + | © 

So I review the Sallies of my fen 

And modeſt Judgment is return'd agen; 

My Confidence I curfe, my Fate accuſe, _ 

Scarce hold from cenſuring the Tacred Muſe. 

No wretched Poet of the railing Pit, 

No Critick curs'd with the wrong-fide of Wit, 

Is more ſevere from Ignorance and Spite,” 

Than I with Reaſon againſt all T Write. 


- T 
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The Speeches of B RU 5 vs and Car o. Tranſs ; 
© lated from Lucan, Lib. 2. Lin. 234. 


11 ben | | 
F YES 10 | 
In the latter Part of the Firſt Book, and the beginning 
of the Second, the. Poet, after having deſcrib'd. the | 
Prodigies' that fore-r an the Civil Wars, gives an Ac- | 
count of the general Conſternation every Body was un- r 
der at Rome, from an Apprehenſion of the Calami- | 
ties they were to ſuffer between the two Factions. From 
thenee he takes an occaſion to introduce the Famous 
M, Brutus 3 Cato concerning the War that was 
likely to enſue,” 'whith is the Subject of the rwo fol- 
lowing Speeches. eden Of Tot ft 


Iſtracted thus with Fears, preſaging Rome 
Labour'd with-Evils that were yet to'come. 
But Brutus Temper fail'd not with the reſt, 
Nor with the common Weakneſs was oppreſt; © 5 
But kept the Native Peace within his manly "Breaſt, 


'Twas when the folemn dead of Night came on, & 


When bright Caliſto, with her ſhining Son; 
Now halt their Circle round the Pole had run; 


When 
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When Brutus, on the buſie Times intent, 

To virtuous Cato's humble Dwelling went. 

Waking he found him, careful for the State, 

Grieving and fearing for his Country's, Fate. 

For Rome, and wretched Rome alone he fear'd; 

Secure within himſelf, and for the worſt prepar'd:. 

To him thus Bratus ſpoke, O thou, to whom | 

Forſaken Virtue flies, as to her Home: 

Driv'n out, and by an impious Age oppreſt, 

She finds no room on Earth but Cato's Breaſt ; 

There, in her one good Man, ſhe reigns ſecure, 

Fearleſs of Vice, or Fortune's Hoſtile Pow'r, 

Then teach my Soul, to Doubt and Error prone, 

Teach me a Reſolution like thy Ww n. 

Let partial Favour, Hopes, or Int'reſt guide, | 
y Various Matiyes, all the World beſide, 


<< 


o Pompey's, or ambitious. Ceſar's Side; 
Thou, Cato, art my Leader. Whether Peace 
And calm Repoſe, amidſt theſe Storms ſhall pleaſe ;. 
Or whether War thy Ardout ſhall engage, 

To gratiſie the Madneſs of this Age, [Rage : 
Herd with the factious Chiefs, and urge the People's 


| 


The Ruffian, Bankrupt, loofe Adulterer, 
All who the Pow'r of Laws and Juſtice fear;. * 
From Guilt learn ſpecious Reaſons for the War. 

By Starving, Want and Wickedneſs 8 * 
Wiſel . for Safety and Rewand; 

But oh l what Cauſe, what Rgaſan canſt thou find ? 


Art thau to Arms, for Love of Arms, inclin'd 2 


Haſt thou the Manners af this Age. withſtood, 4 


And for ſo many Years been fingly good, 
To be repaid with Civil Wars and Blood? 
Let thoſe to Vice enut'd for Arms prepare, 
In thee "twill be Impiety to dare; ü 
Preſerve at leaſt, ye Gods, thefe Hands from War. ? 
Nor do you —_— with the Rabble join, 
Nor grace their Cauſe with ſuch an Arm as thine. 
To thee: the Fortune of the fatal Field 
Inclining, unauſpigious Fame ſhall yield; 
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zach to thy Sword ſhall preſs, and with to be 
Imputed as thy Crime, and charg'd on thee. 
Happier thou wert, if with Retirement bleſt, 
Which Noiſe and Faction never ſnould moleſt, 5 | 
Nor break the ſacred Quiet of thy Breaſt ; 
Where Harmony: and Order ne'er ſhould ceaſe, 


But ev'ry Day ſhould take its Turn in Peace; 


So in Eternal ſteddy Motion roll 

The radiant Spheres around the ſtarry Pole. : 
Fierce Lightnings, Meteors, and the Winter's Storm, 
Earth, and the Face of lower Heay'n deform ; 

Whilſt all by Nature's Laws is calm above, 

No Tempell rages in the Court of Jove. 

Light Particles and idle Atoms fly, 


Toſt by the Winds, and fcatter'd round the Sky, 


While the more ſolid Parts the Force refit, 
And fix'd and ſtable on their Centre reſt. 
Ceſar ſhall hear with Joy, that thou art join'd | 
With fighting Factions, to diſturb Mankind; - 
Tho” — — he ſhall applaud thy Choice, 5 
And think his wicked War approy'd by Cato's Voice? 

See, how: to {well their mig ty Leader's State, 

The Conſuls and the ſervile Senate wait: 

Ex'n Cato's ſelf to Pampey's Loke muſt bow. 

And all Mankind are Slaves, but Ceſar, now. 

If War, however, be at laſt our Doom, 

If we muſt arm for Liberty and Rome, 

While undecided yet their Fate de s 

Ceſar and Pompey are alike my Friends; 44 
Which Party 1 ſhall chuſe is yet to know, 5 
That let the War decide; who Conquers is my Toe, 

Thus ſpoke the Louth: When Cato thus expreſt | 
The ſacred Counſels of his inmoſt Breaſt. 

Brutus, with thee, I own the Crime is great, | 
Wich thee, this impious Civil War I hate; 8 
But Virtue blindly follows, led by Fate. | 
Anſwer your ſelves, ye Gods, ſet me free, 

If I am guilty, tis by your Decree, - 0 

If yon fair Lamps above ſhould loſe their Light, 
And leaye the wretched World in endleſs Night; 


HH 


28 Tbe FIrTH PART F 
If Chaos ſhould in Heaven and Earth prevail, 
And univerſal Nature's Frame ſhould Nl, 17 
What Stoick would not the Misfortune ſnare, 
Nor think that Deſolation worth his Care? 
Princes and Nations, whom wide Seas divide, 
Where other Stars far diſtant Heav'ns do guide, 
Have brought their Enſigns to the Roman Side; 
Avert it, Gods! When barb'rous Scythians come 
From their cold North, to prop 'declining Rome, 


- 


That I ſhould ſee her fall,” and fit ſecure at home. 


As an unhappy Sire; by Death undone, 
Robb'd of his Age's Joy, his only Son, 
Attends him to the Tomb with r Care, 
To pay his laſt paternal Office there, 
Takes à fad Pleaſure in the Crowd to go, 
And be himſelf part of the pompous 
Then waits till, ev'ry Ceremony paſt, 
His own ſad Hand may light the Pile at laſt. 
So fix'd, ſo faithful; to thy Cauſe, O Rome, 
With ſuch a Conſtancy and Love I come; 
Reſoly'd for thee and Liberty to mourn, 
And never! never! from your Sides be torn ;. 
Reſoly'd to follow ftill your common Fate, 
And on your very Names, and laſt Remains to 
Thus let it be; ſince thus the Gods ordainz; ' 
Since Hecatombs of Romans muſt be ſlain, 
Aſſiſt the Sacrifice with ev'ry Hand, 

And give em all the Slaughter they demand. 
O! were the Gods contented with my Fall, 
If Cato's Life cou'd anſwer for you all, 
Like the devoted Decius would I go, 
To force from either Side ſome Mortal Blow: 


To me, ye Romans, all your Rage confine; 
To me, ye Nations from the barb'rous Rhine; 

Let all * 

Open my Vital Streams, and let em run 
And let the purple Sacrifice attone 

For all the Ills offending Rome has done. 
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Wait. 


lebe 
And, for my Country's ſake, wiſh to be — oe. 


Wounds this War ſnall make, be mine. 
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Nor fear the Feaver, nor refuſe the Flame; 


But conſcious Shame, Remorſe, or Piety. 
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If Slavery be all the Factions End. 
If Chains che Prize for which the Fools contend, 
ro me-dohvert the War, let me be ſlain; F 
Me, mie, who fondly ſtrive in vain, . © 
Their uſeleſs Laws and Freedom to maintain, 
So may the Tyrant ſafely mount his Throne, 
And rule his Slaves in Peace, when I am gone. 
Howe'er ſince free 'as yet from his Command, 
For Pompey and the Common- wealth we ſtand. 
Nor he, if Fortune ſhould attend his Arms, 
Is proof againſt Ambition's fatal Charms; 
But, urg'd. with Greatneſs and Deſire of Sway, 
May dare to make the vanquiſh'd World his Prey. 
Then, leſt the Hopes of Empire ſwell his Pride, 
Let him remember I was on his Side; 0 
Nor think he conquer'd for himſelf alone, 
To make the Harveſt of the War his own, 
Where half the Toil was ours. 8o ſpoke the Sage; 
His Words the liſt' ning, eager Louth e age 
Too much to love of Arms, and heat of Civil Rage. 
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Verſes ſent to Dr. G A R NH in bis Illneſs. 
&: 5B Mr. GRAN VILL, — 


Achaon Sick! in every Face we find 
1 His Danger is the Danger of Mankind, 
Whoſe Art protecting, Nature could expire, 
But by a Deluge, or the general Fire. 
More Lives he faves; than'perilh in our Wars; 
And, faſter than a Plague deſtroys, repairs. 
Yhe bold Carowſer, and the advent'rous Dame, 


Safe in his Skill, from all Reſtraint ſet free, 


— 


Sire 
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Sire of all Arts, defend thy darling Son, 
RNeſtore the Man, whoſe Life's ſo much our own; 
On whom, like Atlas, the whole World's reclin'd : 
. ad nen _—_ e Mankind. 
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. His is Rs Place, whos ok ; longing 575 
Have charmi 1 ee een! 
How in that Inſtant mn; aſſion riſe? - 
And with what Tranſports ad i meet her then? 
What means my Heart, at that falſe Name to move ? 
Have you forget that you no longer love? | 


Here, Chaplets of the choiceſt Flowers to make, 

__ _.The-Meads I wander'd o'er: 

Which ſhe with tender Looks would bluſhing take; 

Or with feign'd Coyneſs make her Kindneſs more. 
What means my Heart, at that falſe ems to move: 

Have you forgot that you no longer 


It tener Jealouſies diſturb'd ny Reſt, 

Whene' er my Doubts appear'd; 
How unconcern'dly would ſhe calm my Breaſt ? 
With what Contempt deſcribe the Swains I fear'd ? 
| What means my Heart, at that falſe Name to move? 


Have you forgot that you m longer lbyut? '  » 


Now, conſcious of her 'Guilt, ſhe ſhuns wy Sight; 
werdhlele Rivelin . alte Delight, 
Wörle worthleſs Hirelings e Deli 
And riot in the Cherie het I adore. . p 
What means my Hrurt, at that falſe: Name to mover 


Have SARI * love? 


w. 
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HAT Sight is that does ey'ry Senſe control? 
What ſtops my Tongue? what is it ſtrikes my Soul, 
And in my Breaſt revives extinguiſh'd Fires ? 

Oh, Sylvit / Butt theu enter in Diſpute?  - | » 
Could thy Guilt ſtand but for one Moment mute! 
And tet us calmly talk f paſt Deſires! | 


contend. 


Opin an Accidental Meeting. © 


Feat not that 1 ſheuld 


furionſly 
Actions to defend; 


My Wrongs to plead; my 


Or with falſe Colours the Diſpute prolong; / 
Rather may'ſt thou, Fair Nymph, thy Conduct clear, 


; Make, with full Proofs, thy Innocent appear, 
And clearly ſhowy that I have done thee Wrong. 
Love, the Treaſur of my Soul contain'd.; 


That Treafüre 1 cn des in 


Hand, 


| Which thon haſt ſquander'd laviſhly -away« : 
'; This is the Point on which the Cauſe we'll try; 
| Speak boltly/then, Which part can'ſt thou denß ?: 
? Did not I rruſt? or didſt not thou-betray ? 
Had'ſt thou loſt all that Avarice defrres, 
Or all that Beauty which the World admires, | 
Not both thoſe Loſſes could haye*chang'd my Mind: 
1 &nkd have lov'd thee Indigent and Poor; | 
I could have tov'd, tho' Beauty weft no more; 
; But 1 inuft hate thee, Faithleſs and Unkind. 
? Yet, oh ye Pow'rs! what Torture tis to part 
From one ſo d routed in my Heart! 
| And with What wretched Proſpett muſt I live? 
t; Take Courage, Heart! for cou'dſt chou yet return, 
And in i te Paſſions meanly burn, | 
Yet toes injur'd, and can ne' er förgive. 
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Milton's Style imitated; in 4 77 ranſlation of 
4 Story out of the Third Aneid. 


ane T. 

Do By Mr, Jos BPH ADDison, | 88 
7 ee en Anetta. ot 5 Bi 
13 S'T in the gloomy Horror of the Night Pr 
Vie ſtruck upon the Coaſt where tna lyes, O 


Horrid and waſte its Entrails fraught with Fire: 
That now caſts out dark Fumes and pitchy Clouds, 
Vaſt Show*rs of Aſhes hov'ring in the ſmoak ; 
Now belches molten Stones and ruddy Flame 
ncenſt, or tears up Mountains by the Roots, 

Or ſlings a broken Rock aloft in Air. 
The bottom works with ſmother'd Fire, -involy'd- 
In peſtilential Vapours, Stench and Smoak. +» | 
'Tis ſaid that Thunder-ſtruck; Enceladus,”  /. 
Groy'ling beneath th' incumbent Mountain's Weight 
Lyes ſtretch'd ſupine, Eternal Prey of Flames; 
And when he heaves againſt the burning Load, 
Reluctant to invert his broiliug Limbs,” | 
A ſudden. Earthquake ſhoots through all the Iſle, 
And Ztna thunders dreadful under Ground, | 
Then pours out Smoak in wreathing Curls convolv'd, 
And ſhades the Sun's bright Orb, and blots out Day. 
Here in the ſhelter of the Woods we lodg'd, 
And frighted heard 2 Sounds and diſmal Yells, 
Nor ſaw from whence they came; for all the Night 

A Murky Storm deep low ring oer our Heads 
Hung imminent, that with impervious Gloom 
Oppos'd it ſelf to Cynthia's Silver Ray, di 
And ſhaded all beneath: but now the Sun 

With Orient Beams had chas'd the dewy Night 
From Earth and Heav'n; all Nature ſtood diſclos'd. 
When looking on the Neighb'ring Woods we ſaw 
The ghaſtly Viſage of a Man unknown, | is 
An L Feature, Meager, Pale, and Wild, 
Affliction's foul and terribſe Diſmay . 
Sate in his Looks, his Face impair'd and worn Sl 
. Wit 
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With Marks of Famine, ſpeaking ſore Diſtreſs. 
His Locks were: tangled, and his ſhaggy Beard 
Matted with Filth, in all things elſe a Greek. 

He firſt advanc'd in haſte, but when he ſaw 
Trojans and Trojan Arms, in mid Career 
© S:topt ſhort, he back recoil'd as one ſurpriz d: 
But ſoon recov*'ring ſpeed, he ran, he flew 
Precipitant, and thus with piteous Cries  - 
Our — aſſail'd: By Heav'n's Eternal Fires, 
«« By ev'ry God that ſits Enthron'd on high, 
e By this good Light, relieve a Wretch forlorn, 
« Rad bear me hence to any diſtant Shore, 
„80 I may ſuun this Savage Race accurſt. 
* 'Tis true I fought among the Greeks that late 
With Sword and Fire o'er-turn'd Neptunian Troy, 
And laid the Labour of the Gods in Duſt; 
For which, if ſo the ſad Offence deſerves, 
* Plung'd in the Deep for ever let me lye ö 
* Whelm'd- under Seas; it Death muſt be my doom, 
Let Man infli& it, and I die well-pleas'd. * 
He ended here, and now profuſe of Tears 
n ſuppliant Mood fell proſtrate at our Fee:; 
Je bade him ſpeak from whence, and what he was, 
Ind how by ſtreſs of Fortune ſunk thus low; Ws 
{nchiſes too with friendly Aſpect mild 
ave him his Hand, ſure Pledge of Amity ; 
WV hen, thus encourag'd, he began his Tale. 

I'm one, ſays he, of poor Deſcent, my Name 
s Achemenides,: my Country Greece, - n 
Les“ ſad Compeer, who whilſt he fled 
he raging Cyclops, left me here behind 
diſconſolate, forlorn ; within the Cave 
e left me, Giant Polypheme's dark Cave; 
Dungeon wide and horrible, the Walls 
Pn all ſides furr'd with mouldy Damps, and hung 
ith Clots of ropy Gore, and human Limbs, 
is dire Repaſt : Himſelf's of mighty ſize, 
oarſe in his Voice, and in his Viſage grim, 
ttratable, that riots on the Fleſh 
Mortal Men, and ſwills the vital Blood. . 
Vor. V. Mo Him 


With 
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Him did I ſee ſnatch up with horrid Graſp © _ 
Two ſprawling Greeks, in either Hand a Manz 
I ſaw him when with huge tempeſtuous ſway | - 
He daſht and broke em on the Grundſil _ we. 2+ 
The Pavement ſwam in Blood, the Walls atoun ; 
Were ſpatter'd o'er with Brains. He lapt the Blood, 
And chew'd the tender Fleſh ſtill warm with Life, 
That ſwell'd and heay'd it ſelf amidſt his Teeth 
As ſenſible of Pain, Not leſs mean-while  _ 
Our Chief incens'd, and ſtudious of Revenge, 
Plots his Deſtruction, which he thus effects. 
The Giant, gorg'd with Fleſh, and Wine, and Blood, 
Lay ſtretcht at length, and ſnoring in his Den, 
Belching raw Gobbets from bis Maw, o'er-charp'd 
With purple Wine and eruddl'd Gore confus d. 
We gather'd round, and to his ſingle Eye, 
The ſingle Eye that in his Forehead glar'd.  \ 
Like a full Moon, or a broad burniſ'd Shield, 
A forky Staff we dext'rouſſy apply d. 
Which in the ſpacious Socket turning round, 
Scoopt out the big round Gelly from its Orb. 
But let me not thus interpoſe Delays; 
Fly, Mortals, fly this curſt deteſted Race: 
A hundred of the ſame ſtupendous ſi ze, 
A hundred Cyclops live among the Hills, 
Gigantick Brotherhood, that alk along 0 
With horrid Strides o'er the high Mountains tops, 
Enormous in their Gait; I oft have heard 
Their Voice and Tread, oft ſeen em as they _ 
Sculking and ſcowring down, half dead with fear, 
Thrice * the Moon wafnt all her Orb in Light, 
Thrice travell'd o' er, in her obſcure ſojourn | 
The realms of Night inglorious, ſince I've liv'd 
Amidſt theſe Woods, gleaning from Thorns and Shrubs 
A wretched Suſtenance. As thus he ſpoke, - | 
We ſaw deſcending from a Neighb'rmg Hill 
Blind Polypheme ; by weary Steps and Th; 
The groping Giant with a Trunk of Pine | 
Explor'd his way; around, his woolly Flocks 
Attended grazing; to the well-known Shore 


He 


He 


MisctLhany Porms. 27 


He bent his Courſe, and on the Margin ſtood, 

A hideous Monſter," terrible, deform'd , - 

Full in the midſt of his high Front there gap'd 
The ſpacious hollow where his Eye-ball:roll'd, 
A ghaſtly Orifice: He rins'd the Wound, 

And waſh'd away the Strings and clotted Blood 
That cak'd within; then ſtalking through the deep 
He Fords the Ocean, while the Topmoſt Wave 
Scarce reaches up his middle ſide; we ſtood 
Amaz'd be ſure, a ſudden Horror chill 


Ran through each Nerve, and thrill'd in ev'ry Vein, 


»Till uſing all the Force of Winds and Oars 
We ſped away; he heard us in our Courſe, \ 
And with his out-ſtretch'd Arms around him For d. 
But finding nought within his reach, he rais d 
Such hideous Shouts that all the Ocean ſhook. 
Ev'n Italy, tho* many a League remote, 
In diſtant Eccho's' anſwer'd; tna roar'd, 
Through all its inmoſt winding Caverns roar'd, 
Rous'd with the Sound, the mighty: Family 
Of One-ey'd Brothers haſten to the Shore, 
And gather round the bellowing Polypheme, 
A dire Aſſembly : we with eager haſte | 
Work ev'ry one, and from afar behold 
A Hoſt of Giants coy'ring all the Shore, 
So ſtands a Foreſt tall of Mountain Oaks 
Advanc'd to mighty growth: the' Traveller 
Hears from the humble Valley where he rides 
The hollow Murmurs of the Winds that blow 
Amidſt the Boughs, and at the diſtance ſees. 
The ſhady tops of Trees unnumber'd riſe, 
A ſtately Proſpect, waving in the Clouds. 
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On the Death of the late Earl of 


ROCHESTER, 
By Mrs, A. B E HN. 


The Young, the Noble Strephon is no more. 

Yes, yes, he fled quick as departing Light, 

And ne'er ſhall riſe from Death's eternal Night. 

So rich a Prize the Stygian Gods neer 'bore, 

Such Wit, ſuch Beauty, never grac'd their Shore. 

He was but lent this duller World t' improve 

In all the Charms of Poetry, and Love;, — 

Both were his Gift, which freely he beſtow'd, 

And like a God, dealt to the wond'ring Crowd. 

Scorning the little Vanity of Fame, f nn 

Spight of himſelf attain'd a Glorious name. 

But oh! in vain was all bis peeviſh Pride, 

The Sun as ſoon might his vaſt Luſtre hide, 

As 2322 pointed, and more laſting bright, 

As ſuffering no viciſſitudes of Night. 
Mourn, Mourn, ye Muſes, all your loſs deplore, 
The Young, the Noble Strephon is no more. 

Now uninſpir'd upon your Banks. we lye, 

- Unleſs when we wou'd-mourn his Elegy; 6 44 

His Name's a Genius that wou'd Wir diſpenſe, -- _ 

And givexthe Theme a Soul, the Words a Senſe. . 

But all fine Thought that raviſh'd when it ſpoke, 

With the ſoft Youth eternal leave has took; * 

Uncommon Wit that did the Soul o'ercome, _- 

Is buried all in Strephon's Worſhip'd Tomb; 

Satyr has loſt its Art, its Sting is gone, 

The Fop and Cully now may be undone; 

That dear inſtructing Rage is now * 

And no ſharp Pen dares tell em how t 

Bold as a God was every laſh he took, 

But kind and gentle the chaſtizing ſtroke. 

M'ourn, mourn, ye Louths, whom Fortune has betray d, 

The laſt Reproacher of your Vice is — 

8 5 Ourn, 


Ourn, mourn, ye Muſes, all ww Loſs Au lors, 
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Mourn, all ye Beauties, put your Cypreſs on, 
he trueſt Swain that e'er Ador'd you's Pues 
Think how he loy'd, and writ, and ſigh'd, and ſpoke, 
Recall his Mein, his Faſnion, and his Loox. 
By what dear Arts the Soul he did ſurprize, 
Soft as his Voice, and charming as his Eyes. 
Britig Garlands all of neyer-dying Flow'rs, 
Bedew'd with everlaſting falling Show'rs ; 
Fix your fair Eyes upon your victim'd Slave, 
Sent Gay and Youug to his untimely Grave. 
See where the noble Swain extended lies, 
Too ſad a Triumph of your Victories; 
Adorn'd with all the Graces Heav'n e'er lent, 
All that was Great, Soft, Lovely, Excellent, 
You've laid into his Early Monument. ; 
Mourn, mourn, ye Beauties, your fad Joſs deplore, 
The young, the charming Strephon is no more. 
Mourn, all ye little Gods of Love, whoſe Darts 
Have loſt their wonted Power of piercing Hearts; 
Lay by the gilded Quiver and the Bow, - | 
The uſeleſs. Toys. can.do no. Miſchief now; . 
Thoſe Eyes that all your Arrows Points inſpir'd, 
Thoſe Lights that gave ye fire, are now retir'd, 
Cold as his Tomb, pale as your Mother's Doves; 
Bewail him then oh all ye little Loves, | 
For you the humbleſt Votary have loft 
That ever your Divinities could boaſt; 4 
Upon your Hands your weeping Heads decline, - 
And let your Wings encompaſs round his Shrine; 
Inſtead of Flow'rs your broken Arrows ſtrow, 
And at his Feet lay the neglected Bow, .f 
Mourn, all ye little Gods, your loſs deplore, 
The ſoft, the charming Strephon is no more. 
rge was his Fame, but ſhort his glorious Race, 


as 0 — 


5 


d; Like young Lucretius liv'd and dy'd apace. 
; So early Roſes fade, ſo over all F 
They caſt their fragrant Scents, then ſoftly fall, 
d, While all the ſcatter'd perfum'd Leaves declare, 


How lovely *twas when whole, how ſweet, how fair. 
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Had he been to the Roman Empire known, 
When great Auguſtus fill'd the peaceful Throne; 
Had he the noble wond'rous Poet ſeen, 
And known his Genius, and ſuryey'd his Mein, 
(When Wits and Heroes grac'd Divine Abodes) 
He had encreas'd the number of their Gods 
The Royal Judge had Temples rear'd to's Name, 
And made him as Immortal as his Fame; £ 
In Love and Verſe his Ovid he'ad out-done, 
And all his Laurels, and his Julia won. 
Mourn, mourn, unhappy World, his Loſs deplore, 
The great, the charming Strephon is no more. 
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By Mr. CHARLES HOPKINS, 


Us T all my Life in fruitleſs Love be ſpent? 
And never, never will your Heart relent > 
Too well, my charming Dear, your Pow'r you know, 
And that which makes you play the Tyrant ſo. 
For ever be the fatal Moment curſt, 
When fondly I confeſs'd my Paſſion firſt, 
Oh! that my Flames had never been reveal'd, 
Oh! that I now could keep the Fire conceal'd. 
Refiſtleſs Love your Victory ſecures, 
And you already know 1. Soul is yours. 
It ſhows it ſelf thro? all the forc'd diſguiſe, 
Breaks thro* my Lips, and trembles at my Eyes. 
My Blood boils high, and rages to be bleſt, 
My fluctuating Thoughts will never reſt, 5 
And know no calm, till harbour'd in your Breaſt, 
Relent, at laſt, my cruel Fair relent, - ; 
And liften kindly to my juſt Complaint, 
Think on the Paſſion that's already pa, * 


Think that the Paſſion will for ever 8 


—— 
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O ſee with what impatient Fires I burn, 2 
And let your pirying Heart make ſome Return. 
My Flames are ſo ſincere, my Love is ſuch, 

Some you ſhould ſhow, — you cannot ſhow too much. 
How bleſt ſhould 1 in your Poſſeſſion be? 

How happy might you make your ſelf in me? 
No Miſtreſs ever led fo ſweet a Life, 

As you ſhould in th' exploded thing, a Wife; 
Years ſhould roll round on Years, and Ages move 
In Circles, crown'd in everlaſting Love. n 
Our mutual Joys ſhould like your Charms be new, 
And all my buſineſs be to merit you, : 
What ſhall 1 fay ? Lines after Lines rehearſe 
Nought but the fondneſs in the former Verſe. 

On the dear Theme 1 could for ever dwell; 

For while 1 {peak to you, —— 

My fault'ring Tongue can neyer ſpeak Farewel, 

In your cold Breaſt let Love an Entrance find, 

And think, Oh! quickly think, of growing kind. 
My Flames no more with dul! Indiff rence treat, 
Indiff rence is the Lover's hardeſt Fate; | 


But if my Ruin is your fix'd Intent, 


1 it, I beg you, with a cloſer bent. 
Al glimm'rings of the fainteſt Hope remove, 


Say, that you do not, will not, cannot love. 


Extreamly kind, or in Extreams ſevere, 

Make ſure my Bliſs, or mad me with Deſpair. 
Forbid me, baniſh me your charming Sight, 
Shut from my view thofe Eyes that ſhine fo bright, 
Shut your dear Image from my Dreams by Ni Fe 
Drive em ſomewhere, as far as Pole from Pole, 

Let Winds between us rage, and Waters roll; 
In diſtant Climes let me my Fate deplore, : 


In ſome lone Iſland, on a defart Shore, 
Where I may ſee your fatal Charms no more. 


8 To 
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BY Mr. CHARLES HOPXINS. 

1 Thought in Silence to i preſs my Pain, 
And never ſhow my fond Concern again, 
*Whate'er you ſhow'd; Indifference, or Diſdain. 
But Love's great God the yain reſolve withſtands, 
At once inſpires my Breaſt, and guides my Hands. 
My Soul flows out in ev'ry Line 1 write, 

And rolls in Numbers in my own. deſpight. . . 
Then let me in Poetick Fury break, 
For I can write the things 1 dare not ſpeak. 

My Tongue ftill faulters as I move my Suit, 
And awful Love confounds and keeps me mute. 
Out of your Sight I can my. Wrongs proclaim, 
And with unfetter'd Words confeſs my Flame. 
Why do you uſe me thus, ingrateful Fair ? 
| dnp with Doubts, yet bury'd bove Deſpair. 

Like wounded Fowl upon the Flood I lye, _ 

Floating on Wings, with which they us'd to fly, 
Who would find Eaſe, could they but drown and die, 
Such ſtill has been your par: Beauty's ſpight, 
Cruel to wound, not kind to kill 'outright, 


Be merciful and faye, or ſink me quite. 

Toſs not *twixt hope and fear my lab'ring Heart, 

Let us for ever join, or ever part. 

Tou know I love you, and you love me too, 
Which you have kindly let me know you do; 

All this I know; oh! there will be the fall 

From Heaven to Hell; —— | 

Should I be doom'd to loſe you after all. 

Zut be not by miſtaken Notions led, | 

Nor think that Riches bleſs the Nuptial Bed. 

This ſhall my only Conſolation be, £ 


No Fool of Fortune can your Merit ſee, 
Nor have the Wit and Senſe to love like me. 


Oh! 
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Oh! would that you had been but meanly Born, 
Naked of Friends, abandon'd and forlorn; | 
Left to the World; — then ſhould this Wiſh enſue 
Oh! would I had a World to offer you. 
You knoy this is no falſe Poetick flight, 
You know I feel more than the Mule can write. 

Too well, my cruel Dear, you keep the Field, 
Too long hold out; 'tis now high time to yield. 
Conſent at laſt, to mutual Joys reſign, 
And let the ſmalleſt Share of Bliſs be mine; 
Unalterable Love your part ſecures,, 
My Int'reſt, Humour, all my Soul is yours. 

I beg you, let me know my Doom at. laſt, . 

Nought worſe than Death can come, then all is paſt” 
But think, and do not make a raſh Decree ;. | 
O! think, you never were, nor e'er can be, 8 
So truly lov'd, as you have been by me. 


* 
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Hen God from Heav'n, for Diſobedience, threx 
The tow'ring Satan; he reſolv'd to ſhew. 
(By forming Thoufands happy in his Place) 
much the Wretch deſerv'd his Lord's Diſgrace; 
or none, who ſaw his Bounty ſo excel, 
Cou'd doubt his Juſtice, when his Angel fell. 
The happy Creature, for this Bliſs deſign'd, 
Was Man; ungrateful to a God ſo kind. 
A mighty Chaos, which had long time lain 
In Heaps and Darkneſs, uſeleſs and in vain, þ 
(Perhaps, the dread Remains of ſome old World, 
For Crimes like ours, in juſt Confuſion hurl'd :) 
For his Reception was prepar'd with ſpeeds; 
The Work as ſoon was finiſh'd as deereed. 
All things with wond'rous Haſte. to Order move; 
| God long'd to ſee what he deſign'd to love. | 
Yet ere he 'wou'd admit this welcome Gueſt,  : 
His Care (nq/leſs than r Love expreſt. = 
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He kindly yiew'd the Work his Word had done; 
A Work for Man t admire, and God to own : 
His Footftool ſpoke the Grandeur of his Throne. 
What late he bad, himſelf wou'd fee fulfilld, 
And found a fond Obedience to his Will, 
The Sun was laviſh of its glorious Light, 
The Moon paid cheerful Tribute to the Night; 
The glitt'ring Stars with Plenty crowd the Sky 
In uſeful Order, to the careful Eye. 
| Large Troops of Guardian Angels throng the Air, 
Waiting th* Approach of Man, their valu'd Care + 
The Earth ſeems willing to prevent Deſire; 
All things to pleaſe th' 24 $15 Lord aſpire. - 
The Wood contends for Beauty with the Plain, 
Yet both ſo fair, that both contend in vain. 
The lofty Mountains boaſt their Grandeur, while 
The humble Vallies plead their fruitful Soil. 
The haughty boiſt'rous Sea is proud to name 
The conſtant Service Man from thence will claim; 
While ſmoother gliding Streams are pleas'd to tell 
What ſoft Delights in their Retirement dwell. 
Ten thouſand e Flow'rs and Plants attend; 
Each aims a Bleſſing, each attains its End, 
A num'rous Train of Beaſts and Birds appear d 
In various Kinds, for various Ends prepar d- 
Some form'd for Uſe, and ſome for Man's Delight; 
Fond of Employment, jealous of their Right, | 
The Fiſh contending, haſten to the Shoar,. 
A willing Sacrifice to Human Pow'r. he 
The whole Creation, plentifully ftor'd l 
With various Pleaſures, joins with one Accord, 
To pay a grateful Homage to th? approaching Lord. 
When God had thus perform'd this mighty Task, 
And done for Man much more than Man cou'd ask, 
With ſacred Hands he form'd his noble Frame; 
He form'd it worthy of the Maker's Name: 
And, that he might his lively Image bear, 
He mou a Soul Immortal to his Care; e 
With Reaſon for his Choice of Good and Il; - 
His Bliſs was ſeated wholly in his Will, / - 2 
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And, thus accompliſh'd, does Poſſeſſion take 
Of what his God provided for his ſake : 

O'er all the Globe he caſt a pleaſing Eye, 
To find his Wiſhes cou'd not ſoar too high : i 
He thought, (ſuch Bleſſings dwelt within his Pow'r) 
Since Man cou'd ask, that Heav'n cou'd grant no more. 
Thus raviſh'd with the Pleaſures of his State, 

He bow'd, and bleſs'd the Author of his Fate. 

The kind, indulgent Parent, pleas'd to fee 

Man's apt Acknowledgment, in Infancy, 

Into his Nature ſtrictly does enquire, 

To find ſome yet unfatisfy'd Delire : 

He wiſn'd a freſh Occaſion, to expreſs 

A Father's Welcome to a Son's Addreſs. 

Nor did his Wiſh in fruitleſs Thought expire; 

He found, at laſt, a ſecret ſtruggling Fire, 

For Man obſerving, from an early Date, 

The Fondneſs ev'ry Creature bore its Mate; 

What pleaſing Tranſports waited on their Love, 
When o'er the fruitful Plains they us'd to rove: 
When he obſery'd with what Humility 1 50 
The pow'rful Male wou'd court the weaker She; 
What chearful Proofs, from time to time, he gave, 
How fond to ſerve, how proud to be her Slave; 
He ſoon concludes, ſuch Bondage largely ſtor'd 
With Charms, beyond what Freedom cou'd afford”: 
Repines, to find ſo partial a Decree, | 

And ſighs and mourns his hated Liberty. 

But all his penſive Thoughts retir'd with ſpeed, - 
For Heav'n was ready at his time of need; i 
With Bleſſings form'd to all he cou'd require; 

They differ only that th' exceed Deſire, 

While on a ſhady River's Bank he lies, 

Oppreſs'd with careful Thoughts, and weary'd Eyes, 


A gentle Slumber yields a kind Relief, 

And brings a charming Period to his Grief. 
Woman, the choice Reſerye of God above. 
The largeſt Inſtance of his Pow'r and Love, 
Woman, that ev'ry Soul with Love infpires, 

The welcome Mover of that pleaſing Fire, 
Woman, the happy Centre of Deſire, 
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Was form'd that Moment; and was kindly ſent 
To yield his waking Hour his Soul's Content. 
Inſpir'd with Love, ſhe haſten'd where he lay, 
To bring the chearful Tidings of the Day; 
With youthful Modeſty approach'd his Side, 
She bluſh'd, to find the Longings of a Bride; 
Still when he moy'd, her trembling Hopes prevail'd, 
Her Love increas'd, but Reſolution fail'd : 
Such various Paſſions of her Miud partake, 
She ſtill wou'd have him ſleep, yet longs that he 
ſhou'd wake. | 
While Hope and Fear are ſtruggling in her Breaſt, 
He, cloy'd with his Repoſe, and tir'd with Reſt, 
From Nature's earthy. Pillow rais'd his Head, 
. N Thoughts his Dreams had bred, 
Okt kind Decrees, that late in Heay'n were ſign'd, 
= To blaſt his Troubles, and content his Mind. 
= — Ideas infinite his Soul inflam'd, 


| * 
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Yet ere he could retire, ſhe fix'd her Dart; 
Not all his awful Thoughts could guard his Heart: 
 - Such Charms he ſaw, that whatſoe'er ſhe prov'd, 
6 He had been more than Man, had he not lov'd. 
Pleas'd with his Stay, yet lik'd to fee him fly, 
Since it declar'd ſuch Pow'r was in her Eye. 
But Love, Almighty Love, preyail'd at length, 
Upon a poor. defenceleſs Virgin's Strength; 
Her willing Feet her longing Arms obey'd, 
Her fond Purſuit her yielding Heart betray'd : 
Swift as her Wiſhes to ais Arms ſhe flies 
Where late ſhe yanquiſh'd, ſhe becomes the Prize, 
And he repays the Conqueſt of her Eyes. 

, Now all's. on Fire, no Bounds our Lovers know, 
The pleaſing Tide of Love begins to low; 
.Claſp'd in each other's Arms they preſs, they kiſs, 

_ Conſume in Pleaſure, and diffolye in Bliſs, Thei 
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Their Souls, tranſported with their pleaſing Strife, 
Are loſt, and wander to the Your of Lite; | 
Each Part partakes of Nature's ind Decree, 
All's cloath'd in Joy, and rapt in Eeſtaſie. 
Here reſt, my Muſe, here leave the happy Pair, 
Decline the mournful Tale of their Deſpair ; | 


Leave their Misfortunes to another's Care. 

Let thy perpetual Entertainments be, 

Of Lovers happy to Eternity: 

Of Love, that no ambitious Force can ſhake; 
Of Love, triumphant, tho” the World's at ſtake; 
Let ev'ry thing thou, ſay'ſt, contribute tilt _ 
T'increaſe the Ardour of that Flame 1 feel. 

For Happineſs is weigh'd by Love alone, 

By too much Liberty we are undone, , 
None's truly wretched, but whoſe Heart's his own, 
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Toa Love after a long INDiryERENCE. 


lcome, thrice welcome to my frozen Heart, 
Thou long Ceperieg Fire; 
How cou dſt thou ſo regardleſs be, 
Of one ſo true, ſo fond as me, | 
Whole early Thought, whoſe firſt Deſir 
Were pointed all to thee ? 
When in the Morning of my Day, 
Thy Empire firſt began, | 
Pleas'd with the Proſpect of thy Sway, 


Into thy Arms I ran; 

Without reſerve my willing Heart I gave, 
Proud that I had my Freedom loſt, - | 
Contending which I ought to boaſt, . | 

The making thee a Sov'raign, or my ſelf a Slave. 


Still 1 am form'd to Execute thy Will, 
By me declare thy Pow'r and Skill; 
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My Heart already by thy Fire 
Is ſo prepar'd, is fo refin'd, * Drs A 
There's nothing left behind 
But infinite Delire, 

O! wow'dſt thou touch that lovely Maid, 
(Whoſe Charms and thine I have obey'd) 
With ſuch another Flame, 105 * 

The Heav'n that would appear in me, 
Would ſpeak ſuch Goodneſs dwelt in Thee, 
Thy Bow, thy Art S 

No more need guide thy Dart; 
No Heart ſo ſtubborn, but at that would aim. 
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On the DEATH of the Marquis of 
BLANDFOR D, 


8 O early bloom'd, and ſo untimely dy'd 

O The Darling of the Court, his Parents“ Pride 
A lofty Name, a Fortune unconfin'd, - 
The ſweeteſt Temper, the moſt hopeful Mind; _ 
The Muſes with the Graces ſeem'd to join, 
And Manly Wit appear'd in Form Divine, 

As fragrant Flowers that late adorn the Field, 
By Clowns. rude Feet 8 their Glories yield: 
Such are the Toys to Which vain Mortals truſt, 
They fade, they wither, they conſume to Duſt. 

Unhappy Parents! now, as Patriots, act; 

While here they flatter, While they there detract; 
Convince even thoſe, who ſeek for Cauſe to blame; 
You toil'd with publick, more than private Aim: 
Since the dear Youth that did your Thoughts enſlave, 
Lies calm and carelefs in the ſent Graye, 

Vaſt is the Loſs that does your Souls oppreſs, 

Yet firm, undaunted Courage makes it leſs ; 

Here great Examples your Remarks deſerve; 

Nor is there greater than the Queen you ſerve: 
Reflect, when Death her fondeſt Hopes beguil'd, 
An only Son, and that an only Child; z "Tv 
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ho*-raging Paſſions tore her tender Mind, 


She griev'd as Woman, bur as Saint reſign'd. 
While your Misfortunes kindly to repair, 


W1cav'n leaves four blooming Nymphs, divinely Fair. 


— 


The Enquiry of VENus after Cupip. 
From the Greek of Moſchus. 


Ith a loud Voice, thro” ey'ry Field and Wood, 
The Queen of Love her wand'ring Son purſu'd : 
V ho-e'er, ſays ſhe, the wanton Vagrant meets, 
Loyt'ring about, or playing in the Streets, 

Let him to me the joyful News convey, 

And 1'll with Kiſſes all his Care repay. 


But he who ſhall reftore the ſtraggling Boy 


To his glad Mother, ſhall my ſelf enſoy y 
Not oo Kiſſes to him will 1 give, 

But he ſhall thoſe, and ſomething more receiye. 
He's eaſie to be known, him you may tell 
From twenty others, he's remarkable : 

His Body much reſembles Fire, not white; 

His Eyes are Flames, and piercing as the Light. 
Words drop like Hony from his . his Mind 

Is waving and unconſtant, as the Wing 
A double-dealing Knave, he's full of Tricks, 
And never thinks one word of what he ſpeaks, _. 
When yext, revengeful, and at Miſchief glad, 
Exaſp'rating with Jeers the Wounds he made, 

His Golden Hair in neateſt Braids hang down 

His Shoulders, but his Looks do ſeem to frown. _ 
His Hands are ſmall, yet pointed Darts they throw 
So far, they wound the dusky King below. 

Slaye to no place, from this to that he flies, 
And in all Hearts the lurking Villain lies, 
Nor does his Pow'r on one Man vainly fall, 
He blindly ſhoots his unfeen Shafts at all. het 
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Both Heay'n and Earth his guided Arrows pierce, 

And wound the Monarch of the Univerſe. 

There's none but feel his mighty Pow'r, ev'n I 
Have no n from his Tyrann. 
Phœbus himſelf, who has ſuch ſtore of Heat, 

. Whoſe genial Warmth doth living things beget ; 
If once my little Rover ſtirs Deſire, | 

Rages and burns with new-contracted Fire. 

Therefore, who-e'er thou art that tak'ſt the Boy, 

Pray bind him faſt, and all thy Skill emplo 

To bring him home; ne'er mind his Childiſh Tears, 

(The Rogue is witty far above his, Years) 

But if he ſeem well pleas'd, and ſmile, beware; 

His Smiles are Treaſon, ev'ry Look's a Snare. 

All his fair Words (like foul Infection) ſhun, 

And from his Gifts as from Deſtruction run; 

His burning Arrows, and envenom'd Breath, 

And ey'ry thing he has, is ſtampt with Death. 
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V me, thou God of Light and Heat, 
Where haſt thou made thy long Retreat? 
Thou tak'ſt Delight in Indian Climes to ſtay, 
And ſtill the happy Eaſt | 

Is, with thy ba Preſence bleſt; 

Or elſe perhaps in am'rous Play, 
Beneath th' immortal Greens of Tempe's Grove, 
W bile feebler Hands thy Chariot drove, 
Haſt loiter'd with ſome Object of thy Love: 

Or haſt thou been in Mines below, 

Where Pearls and Infant Diamonds grow? 

(For they their Birth to thy Kind influence owe.) 1 
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But ſay where - ever thou haſt been, 
In all thy Walks thro' Earth or Skies, 


Are any Wonders thou haſt ſeen 
Jo dazling brighe as fair Francelia's Eyes? 


© 


Does Arabia's:Spicy Coaſt 

Half ſo rich an Odour boaſt?. 

Or can Java's perfum'd Air 

With ber fragrant Breath compare ? 
But why ſhould I, to ſpeak of her, 

Confine thee to the ſpace of one revolving Year ? 
Thou thy glorious Race haſt run, | : 
Ever ſince the Worid begun; [4 

Thou ſaw'ſt when Fenus from the Billows roſe, 
"Twas thou firſt kiſs'd her Coral Mouth, 

And bleſs'd her with Eternal Youth, 

Did the young Goddeſs then more Charms diſcloſe } 
Had br Mein ſo good'a Grace ? 85 

Was ſuch Sweetneſs in her Face? 

She muſt yield her Rival 2 
Her mighty Rival can inſpire 
Higher Joys and fiercer Fire. 
Francelia can alone diſpence 
Every Charm to. ev'ry Senſe; 
Muſick lives upon her Tongue, 

She's to our Ears the Sirens Song, 

And when ſhe ftrikes our raviſh'd ſight, 

One poliſh'd Beam of thy own Mid-day Light: 

"OM OBS | 4 | 

Let other Nymphs with Art and Pains 

Some poor unwary Heart betray, 9 

While ſhe, diffus'd like thy own Brightneſs, reigns, 

And rules Mankind with univerſal Sway, 

Conſenting Nations in her Praiſe agree, 

I join with them, but want her Mercy more ; 

For tho” alike we wonder and adore, 

Yet none can love like me. 

Nature, when firſt ſhe took me from the Womb, 

Thus ſmiling deſtin'd all my Days. to come ; 


S, 
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Scepters, ſhe ſaid, I give to other Hands, 

Thy Wreaths of Empire are Francelia's Bands; 

My darling Son, and moſt diftinguiſh'd Care, = 
For thee this double Portion I prepare, ö 
Thou, glorious thou, Francelia's Chains ſhalt wear; ; 
And from this early moment to thy Grave | 
Be greater far than Kings, for thou'rt Francelia's Slave, i 


— _ 
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The Story of the Ants chan 2d 1 Mes: | 
From the Seventh Book of O VID 
a Metamorphoſes. 


By Mr. STONESTREET. 


A Dreadful Plague fro gry Juno came, 3 

To ſcourge the Land that bore her Rival's Name; 

Before her fatal Anger was reveal'd, ob 

And teeming Malice lay as yet conceal'd, 

All Remedies we try, all Med"cines uſe, - 

Which Nature could fupply, or Art produce; 

Th' unconquer'd Foe derides the yain Deſign, 

And Art and Nature foil'd declare the Cauſe Divine. 
At firſt we only felt th' oppreflive weight 

Of gloomy Clouds, then teeming with our Fate, 

And lab'ring to diſcharge unactive Heat: | 

But ere four Moons alternate Changes knew, | | 
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With deadly Blaſts the fatal Sourh-wind blew, 
Infected all the Air, and poiſon'd as it flew. 
Our Fountains too a dire Infection yield, 

For Crowds of Vipers creep along the Field, 
And with polluted Gore, and baneful Steams, 
Taint all the Lakes, and venom all the Streams. 
The young Diſeaſe with milder force began, 
And rag'd on Birds and Beaſts, excuſing Ma n. 
The lab'ring Oxen fall before the Plow, 

Th' unhappy Plow-men Hare, and wonder how: 
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Fr he tabid Sheep, with ſickly Bleatings, pines ; 
ts Wool decreaſing, as its Strength declines : 
he warlike Steed, by inward Foes compell'd, 
Neglects his Honours, and deſerts the Field, 

Innerv'd and languid ſeeks a baſe Retreat, 
ad at the Manger groans, but wiſh'd a nobler Fate: 
Wr he Stags forget their Speed, the Boars their Rage, 
Nor can the Bears the ſtronger Herds engage: 


ſe, 


= oen'ral Faintneſs does invade em all, 
f i in the Woods and Fields promiſcuouſly they fall. 
e Air receives the Stench, and (ſtrange to ſay) 
WT he rav'nous Birds and Beaſts avoid the Frey: 
WW offenſive Bodies rot upon the Ground, 
Nad ſpread the dire Contagion all around, 
W But now the Plague, grown to a larger ſize, 
Riots on Man, and ſcorns a meaner Prize, 
Inteſtine Heats begin the Civil War, 
And Fluſhings firſt the latent Flame declare, 

Nd Breath inſpir'd, which ſeem'd like fiery Air, 
ne; heir black dry Tongues are ſwell'd, and ſcarce can 

move, . | 

And ſhort thick Sighs from panting Lungs are drove; 
They gape for Air: with Bale ring — t' abate 
W' heir raging Flames, but that augments their Heat; 
o Bed, no Cov'ring can the Wretches bear, 8 


Nut on the Ground, expos'd to open Air, 
bey lye, and hope to find a pleaſing Coolneſs there, 
be ſuff ring Earth with that Oppreſſion eurſt, 
Returns the Heat which they imparted firſt. 55 
In vain Phyſicians would beſtow their Aid, 
Wain all their Art, and uſeleſs all their Trade; 
aud they, ev'n they, who fleeting Life recall, 
eel the ſame Pow'rs, and undiſtinguiſh'd fall. 
f ay 52 ſo daring to attend 

's ſick Companion, or his darling Friend, 
Th' officious Wretch ſucks in contagious Breath, 
ind with his Friend doth ſympathize in Death, 

And now the Care and Hopes of Life are paſt, 
They pleaſe their Fancies, and indulge their Taſte 
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At Brooks and Streams, regardleſs of their Shame, 
Each Sex, promiſcuous, ſtrives to quench their Flame, 
Nor do they ftrive in yain to quench it there, | 
For Thirſt and Life at once extinguiſh'd are. 
Thus in the Brooks the'dying Bodies ſink, 
-But heedleſs ftill the raſh Survivors drink. 
So much uneaſie Down the Wretches hate, 
They fly their Beds to ſtruggle with their Fate; 
But if decaying Strength forbids to riſe, J 
The Victim crawls and rolls, till on the Ground he lies 
Each fhuns his Bed, as each wou'd ſhun his Tomb; 
And thinks th” Infection only lodg'd at home. 

Here one, with fainting Steps, does ſlowly creep 
O'er Heaps of Dead, and ſtrait augments a Heap; 
Another, while his Strength and Tongue prevail'd, 
Bewails his Friend, and falls himſelf bewail'd ; | 
This with imploring Looks ſurveys the Skies, f 
The laſt dear Office of his cloſing Eyes, 5 ö | 


But finds the Heav'ns implacable, and dies. : 
What now, ah! whatemploy'd my: troubled Mind? 


But only hopes my Subjects Fate to find. 
What place ſoe'er my Weeping Eyes furyey, 
There in lamented Heaps the Vulgar lay; 
As Acorns ſcatter when the Winds prevail, 
Or mellow Fruits from ſhaken Branches fall. 
+ You ſee that Dome which rears its Front ſo high 
Tis ſacred to the Monarch of the Sky; | 
How many there, with unregarded Tears, 
And fruitleſs Vows, ſent up ſucceſsleſs Pray'rs} 
There Fathers for expiring Sons implor'd, 
And there the Wife bewal d her gaſping Lord; 
With Pious Off rings they'd appeaſe the Skies, 
But they, ere yet t 3 Vapours riſe, N 5 
Before the Altars fall, themſelves a Sacrifice: 
They fall, while yet their Hands the Gums contain, 
The. Gums ſurviying, but their Off 'rers ſlain. 
The deſtin'd Gx, with holy Garlands crown'd, 
Prevents the Blow, and feels an unexpected Wound: 
When I my ſelf invok'd the Pow'r: Divine, 
To drive this fatal Peſt from Me and Mine; 
EDD” | When 


hen now the Prieſt with Hands uplifted ſtood, 
epar'd to ſtrike, and ſhed the ſacred Blood, 
Je Gods themſelves the mortal Stroke beſtow, 
Ihe Victim falls, but They impart the Blow: 
Farce was the Knife with the pale be ſtain'd, 
Ind no Preſages cou'd be then obtain putt 


Death Ralk'd around with ſuch reſiſtleſs 

Whe Temples of the Gods his Force obey, 

ad Suppliants feel his Stroke while yet they pray. 
Wo now, ſaid he, your Deities implare. 

Wor fruitleſs Aid, for 1 defy their Pow'r. 

When with a curs'd malicious Joy ſurvey'd 


Way, 


The reſt: grown mad, and frantick with Deſpair, 
rge their own. Fate, and ſo prevent the Fear, 
range Madneſs that, when Death purſu'd ſo faſt, 
= :ticipate the Blow with impious haſte. | 
No decent Honours to their Urns are paid, 
Wor could: the. Graves receive the num'rous Dead; 
Wor or they lay unbury'd on the Ground, f 
r unadorn'd a needy Fun'ral found: 
WW! .Rev'rence- paſt, the fainting Wretches fight 
dr Fun' ral Piles. which were another's Right. 
Unmourn'd they fall; for who ſurviv'd to mourn 
| d Sires and Mothers unlamented burn: 
gh {rents and Sons ſuſtain an equal Fate, 
he Dead a larger ſpace of Ground require 
or are the _ A for the Firs... 7 
Deſpairing under Grief's oppreſſive weight, 
nd ſunk by theſe tempeſtuous Blaſts of Fate, 
Jove, ſaid. I, if common Fame ſays true, 
e'er Ægina gave thoſe Joys to you, 
e'er you lay enclos'd in her Embrace, 
dnd of her Charms and eager to poſſeſs; 
Father, if you do not yet diſclaim. _. 
Nernal Care, nor yet diſown the Name; 
ant my Petitions, and with Speed reſtore 
Subjects num'rous as they were before, 
make me Part'ner of the Fate they bore. 


in, 
nd: 
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om putrid Entrails, where th' Infection 1 whe * 


d wandring Ghoſts their kindred Shadows meet. 
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Nee very Altars, ſtain'd with Trophies of the Dead. 
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8 Expreſt all Tokens of uncommon Fear; 
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I ſpoke, and glorious Light'niag ſhone around, 
And ratling Thunder gave a proſp'rous ſound; 
So let it be, and may theſe Omens prove 
A Pledge, faid 1, of your returning Love. 

By chance a rev'rend Oak was near the Place, 
Sacred to Jove, and 'of Dodona's Race, | 
Where gal Ants laid up their Winter Meat, 
Whoſe little Bodies bear a mighty weight : 

We ſaw them march along, and hide their Store, 
And much admir'd their Number, and their Pow'r; 
Admir'd at firft, but after envy'd more. 

Full of Amazement, thus to Jove I pray'd, 

O grant, ſince thus my 9 are decay 'd, | K. 
As jar; Subjects to ſupply the Dead, | 
I pray'd, and ſtrange Convulſions moy'd the Oak, 
Whic murmur'd, tho* by ambient Winds unſhook: 
My trembling Hands, and ſtiff-erected Hair, 


Yet both the Earth and ſacred Oak I kit, 
And ſcarce cou'd hope, yet ſtill I hop'd the beſt; 
For Wretches, be er the Fates divine, © 
Expound all Omens to their own Deſign, 

But now 'twas Night, when ev'n Diſtraction wear; 
A pleaſing Look, and Dreams beguile our Cares, 
Lo! the Raa Oak appears before my Eyes, 

Nor alter'd in its Shape, nor former Size; 
As many Ants the numerous Branches bear, 
The ſame their Labour, and their frugal Care; 
The Branches too a like Commotion found, 
And ſhook th' induſtrious Creatures on the Ground, 
Who, by degrees (what's ſcarce to be beliey'd) 
A nobler Form, and larger Bulk receiv'd, 
And on the Earth walk'd an unuſual Pace 
With many Strides, and an erected Face; 
Their num'rons Legs, and former Colour loſt, 
The Inſe&s cou'd a human Figure boaſt. 
I wake, and waking find my Cares again, 


And to the unperforming Gods complain, 
And call their Promiſe and Pretences vain. 


Ye 


7 


ears 
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t in my Court T heard the murm'ring Voice 


C Strangers, and a mixt uncommon Noiſe : 


t 1 ſuſpected all was Rill a Dream, 
ill Telamon to my Apartment came, 


Wp'ning the Door with an impetuous haſte, | 
come, ſaid he, and ſee your Faith and Hopes ſurpaſt : 


follow, and, confus'd with Wonder, view 
oſe Shapes which my preſaging Slumbers drew: 


ar, and own'd, and call'd them subjects; they _ 


onfeſt my Power, ſubmiſſive to my Sway. 

> Jove, Reſtorer of my Race decay'd, 
Vows were firſt with due Oblations paid, 

hen divide with an impartial Hand © 


empty City, and my ruin'd Land, 


> give the New-born Youth an equal Share, 
d call them Myrmidons, from what they were. 

pu ſaw their Perſons, and they ſtill retain 

e Thrift of Ants, tho” now transform'd to Men, 

Frugal People, ar 3 to — 

ab'ring to gain, and kee what t " 

eſe, : oth in Stre g — and Aro Frail join 

eir willing Aid, and follow your Deſign, 

ith the firſt Southern Gale that ſhall preſent 

d fill your Sails, and favour your Intent, 8 
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To Doctor G I B B O NS. 
By Mr. CARIES Ho EINS. | 


HE Fires that fell in Ages paſt from Heay'n, 
Were to the charge of Prieſts and Augurs giv'n. 
te, the moſt active, moſt exalted Fire "ou 

ie great creating Godhead could inſpire, 

eath'd into Man, white yet the World was new, 
now committed to the Care of you : 

dw you diſcharge your Truſt, maintain your Poſt, 
io" you are filent, I have cauſe to boaſt, 


Again, 
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Again, the riſing Muſe expands her Wings, 
Again prepares to mount, and mounting ſings: 
ain wou'd celebrate ſome ſacred Name, 
And chuſes you, who rais'd her, for her Theme, 
Ye conſcious Poets, be no longer vain, 
Confeſs your Weakneſs, and your Pride contain; 
Quit your bold Claim, and end your idle Strife, 
It is not yours to give Immortal Life. 
Ev'n you, to him, on all occaſions fly, 
Without whoſe Aid you and your Muſes die. 
His Succour is implor'd, where Wit declines, 
Where Lovers languiſh, and where Beauty pines; 
Where Monarchs faint beneath the = of Crowns 
And ſicken in their Robes on Silver Thrones: 
His ſacred Art their ſacred Lives ſuſtains, -- 
And ſtrengthens them again to guide the Reins, 
As Iris enter'd with her Golden Beame 
The Cave of Sleep, and chas'd away the Dreams; 
Diſeaſes ſeem to fly at his approach, 
And circling Blood keeps meaſure at his touch, 
So leaps the Lover's Heart, ſo beats and moves, 
When he lyes folded in her Arms he loves. 
So, influenc'd by the Moen, wide Oceans roll: 
And ſo the Needle trembles to the Pole, 
O Gibbons! I am rais'd; there's nought I ſee 
Above my reach, when thus reviy'd by thee. 
Now cou'd 1 paint a well-diſputed Field, 
Or praiſe proud Beauties, till I made them yield. 
But Gratitude a diff rent Song requires 
My Breaſt enlarges, and dilates my Fires. 
Life, the firſt Bleſſing Humankind can boaſt, 
Life, which can never be reſtor'd when loſt, 
Endear'd by Health, from Pain and Sickueſs free, 
Is the bleſt Gift beſtow'd by Heay'n and thee : 
How ſhall 1 then, or Heav'n, or you regard? 
The Care of both has been beyond Reward, - 
But grateful Poets, off ring up their Lays, I Praiſe 
Find you content with Thanks, and Heav'n with 
o! may your Stream of Life run ſmooth, but ſtrong; 
Long may you live, — that others may live long, 
A . 


> 
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Till healing Plants no more on Mountains grow; 
Till mineral Waters have forgot to flow, 

nd paint the Vallies where they glide below; 

7 hile Silyer Helicon delights the Taſte, 

And while the Muſes ſacred Mount ſhall laſt ; 


Fheir Songs, for thee, the Siſters ſhall deſign, 
Che catefil Subje& of the tuneful Nine; 


49 


Oft ſhalt thou fill their Songs; — and always mine. 8 


_— 


To» Mr. CONGREVE. 


By Mr. CHARLES HoPXINs.. 


E r other Poets other Patrons chuſe, 


Vith flatt'ring Hopes, and fruitleſs Labour wait, 
nd court the ſlipp' ry Friendſhip of the Great: 
Wome trifling Preſent, by my Lord is made, 

nd then the Patron thinks the Poet: paid. 

n you, my ſurer, nobler Hopes depend, 

or you are all I wiſh; you are a Friend. 

om you, my Muſe her Inſpiration drew, 

Il ſhe performs, I Conſecrate to you. | 

ou taughe me firſt my Genius and my Pow'r, 


thers may ſparingly their Wealth impart, 

t he — nobleſt, who bells Bos 
ature, and you alone, can that confer, 

d I owe. you, what you your ſelf owe her. 

: Congreve, cou'd 1 write in Verſe like thine, 
en in each Page, in ev'ry charming Line, 
ould Gratitude, and ſacred Friendſhip ſhine. , | 
Pur Lines run all on eaſie, even Feet; 


ch is your Fay, and your Numbers go 
ene and ſmooth, as Cryſtal Waters flow. 
ooth as a peaceful Sea which never rolls, 
id ſoft, as kind conſenting Virgins Souls. 
You, V. D 


Get their beſt Price, and. proſtitute their Muſe, 


# 


aught me to know my own, but gave me more: 
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ear is your Senſe, and your Expreſſion ſweet: 


No 


8 i 
: 
* 
* 
1 


'S | 
: 


— 


ro be TIRO PART of 


Nor does your Verſe alone our Paſſiois move, 
Beyond the Poet, we the Perſon love. 
In you, and almoſt only you, we fing 
Sublimity of Wit, and Candor of the Mind: ,. 
Both have their Charms, and both give that Delight, 
Tis pity that you ſhou'd, or ſhou'd not Write: 
But your ſtrong Genius Fortune's Pow'r defles, 
And, in deſpight of Poetry, you riſe. | 
To you the Fayour of the World is ſhown, 
Enough for any Merit, but your own, 
Your Fortune riſes. equal with your Fame, 
The beſt of Potts, but abeve the” Naine: © 
O! may you never miſs deſerv'd Succeſs, 
But raiſe your Fortunes ?till:Þ wiſh them "leſs; © 
Here ſhou'd I, not to tire your Patience, end; 
But who can part ſo ſoon with ſuch a Friend. 
You know my Soul, like yours, without Deſign, 
You know:meryours; andi too know you mine. 
I owe you all Tam, and needs muſt mourn 
My want of Pow'r to make you ſome return! 
Since you gave all, do not a part refuſe 
But take this ſlender»Off*ring of the Muſe. 
Friendſhip, from fervile Int'reſt fret ſecures 
My Love, ſincerely, and entirely yours. 


a. ah. 
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Th LA ODT SONG. 
By Mr. DRT VEW. 
8 Quire of bright Beauties in Spring did appear, 
| A To chuſeia May-Lady to govern the Te 
All the Nymphs. were in White} and-the Shepherds 
| in Green, | 
The Garland was givin, and Phylhs "was Queetr:* 
But Phyllis refus d it, and fighing did fay;, 
I'll not wear a Garland wi pan is away. 
F 
While Pan, and Gair -G) in re are fled from dur Shore, 
The Graces are bam and Loye is no more? 
| The 
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The ſoft God of Pfeafure, that Warm' d bur Deſites, 
Has broken his Bow, And extingüuiſfld his Fire:: 
And vows chat*hihdfelf,” and his Mother, will mourn, 
rm Pe. n ee 
Forbear your Addreſſes, ##d"courr ug ho more, 
or we will perform What" the Deity wore? 
But if you dare think of defery: Gur Charms,” oy u 
way „* Sheephooks, and takE to your Arms, 
hen Lawrels and Myrtles your BrOwe thall-adoth, _ 
hen Pan, and his Son, and fair Syrinx, return, 
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Ws Eviftle from My. Cyanues, Hopkins 
to Mr. YALDEN ## O xo0N. 


« 06s $01") bong ,799751NG HH run 
Y lab'ring Muſe; Brown tid of being hurPa 
And toſt about, 1 à tempeſtuous World, 1 
| wh for a Cali, implores"ſ6nie quiet Sear, © 
Ind ſeeks what Yours has found, x ſweet Retreat,” © 
Wow your bleſt Fields their Summer Liv'ry wear, 4 
heir Fruits your loaded Trees in Seaſon bear; by 
ut 1 flouriſhes throughout the Lear. 
om your full Spring o'er Britain's Iſle it ſtreams, 
nd ſpreads like Is, when ſhe meets the Thames. 
ear'd on her Banks, the Muſes Lawrel grows, 
dorn'd by yolits, adorning others Brows. © - ary 
veet are fer Streams, Tweet the fürrdunding Air, 
t {wetter are the Songs ſhe ecchoes there. 
here the Great Ormond's daily Praiſe is ſung, 3 
here Addiſon's harmonious Harp is ſtrung, 2 
d there Lucretius Tearnt the Engliſh Tongue. 


ds 


[ell might J here the large Account purſue, © 
It you have ſtopt me for I write to you, 
Methinks 1 ſee-the threful Siſters ride, 
dunted like Sea-Nymphs on the ſwelling Tide, 
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The Silver Swans are ſilent while they play, 


The dancing Shepherdeſs, and piping Swain, 
Then ſee him take the Kiſs that crowns his Pain. 
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Auguſta hears their Notes, and puts to Seas, 
Dryden and Congreve meet them half the way : 
All wafted by their own ſweet Voices move, 
And all is Harmony 

And all that's Harmony, is Joy and Love. 

All are in all the tuneful Numbers skill'd, 

And now Apollo boaſts his Conſort fill'd. 

Here liſten while our Engliſh Maro lings, 
Born like the Mantuan Swan on equal Wings: 
Mark the great Numbers, mind the lofty Song, 
The Senſe as clear and juſt, the Lines as ſtrong, 

Hark yonder where the Mourning Bride complains, 
And melt with Pity at the moving Strains : 
Wait the Concluſion, then allay your Grief, 
Vice meets with Ruin, Virtue with Relief: 
Walk thither, and the charming Muſick leads, 
To murm'ring Waters, and enchanting Meads : 
Mark by the River. ſide, along the Plain, 


There hearken where the knowing Poet ſings 
Myfterious Nature, and the Seeds of Things; 
How in the teeming Earth hard Metals grow, 


From what far diſtant Fountains Rivers flow, : 
What moves the Stars above, and Seas below. 
Now ſee the charming Conſort fail along, : 


Each tunes his Harp, and each prepares his Song : 

To the Muſeum ſee them all repair, 

And ſee them all receive their Laurels there. 

A learn'd and rey'rend Circle ready ſtands, 

To Crown the Candidates with willing Hands, 
Aldrich, who can the firſt large Portiop boaft, 

Knows, loves and cheriſhes the Muſes moſt : 

Who gives ev'n Chriſt's-Church its peculiar Grace, 

The firſt in Merit, as the firſt in Place, _ 

O! Friend, have I not reaſon to complain 

Ot Fate, that hut me out from ſuch a Train? > 

For that, who would not ſhüft the Tragick Scene ? 
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"Tho! tir'd of reſtleſs rambling up and down, 
Or a more reſtleſs Settlement in Town : 

Chang'd in the reſt, let this my Love commend, 
Yalden, believe I never chang'd my Friend. 


From London Derry, 
Auguſt 3, 1699. 


* 


* 


Op on the Death of the Marquiſs 
of BLANDFORD. 


IcH is the Doom of erke Fate, 
That greateſt Hopes have ſhorteſt Date: 
Our Pleaſures yaniſh, our Deſigns are croſt, 
And Gifts moſt juſtly priz'd are ſooneſt loſt : 
eath has the choice of Things on Earth, 
Ad, waiting cloſely from their Birth, 
The Pride of Nature ſtill delights to blaſt, © 
And, uncreated, will the World out-laſt. 
II. 
The World, with W ill ſupply'd before, 
Is made by one Misfortune poor; 
The faireſt Perſon, and beſt temper'd Mind, 
And ſharpeſt Wit with ſofteſt Nature join'd, 
Engaging Humour, weighty Senſe, 
And Joy, the Gift of Innocence, 
No more in one nnrival'd Youth we find; 
His Soul is gone in whom thoſe Graces ſhin'd. 
III. 
To Heav'n 'tis gone, ordain'd for Bliſs above; 
'Twas here all Harmony and Love: 
There happy live, and while you reſt ſecure 
From all the Pangs your weeping Friends endure, 
Oh pity thoſe that mourn below! 
And hear thoſe doleful Numbers flow 
Too mean a Tribute, and too bold a Flight : 
What Muſe can ſoar to your Immortal height ? 


D 3 IV. See 
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See envious Grief, that ſcarce your Parents knew, 
Still bapyh's from their f. ht by you, 
With diſmal Force expels their Native Grace, 
And takes Revenge on all their Beauteous Race: 
It brings rude Horror, wild Deſpair, 
And ſtrikes their Breafts, and tears their Hair. 
For you they call, for you fond Wiſhes ſend, 
The bet Relation, and the kindeſt Friend. 
V, 
Tis fruitleſs all: Let Reaſon now return; 
„Why, ſhou'd the Wyſe ſo, xainly Mourn ? 

Why Tend-Complaints where no Redreſs is found) 
Our Doom 17 next, whoſe Years roll ſwiftly round, 
Thou fly'ſt, O Time, to ſtop our Breath, 

Thou, faithful Migiſter of Death, -, . +: 


And we, too, blind our Perjods to foretel, 
Should dare thy. Malice, but, employ. thee well. 
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A Trovcur upon Human Life, 
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By Mr. TATE, 
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N various Ways deſigning Mortals move; 
But ſtill th EVent ds in the; Hands of. Jove. 
_ Men by the-poor, Retail of Minutes, liye,; -= 
And Fate but lends.the. Life it ſeems to give: 
Tenants at Will we are to Heav'nly Pow'rs, 
And toxs for the, Breath we think is ours. 
On Life's, wide Ocean, diverſly launch'd aut, 
Our Minds alike are, toſt. og, Waves of Doubt; 
Holing.pe Reddy Courſe, or conſtant Sai), 
But ſhift and tack with,ey'ry; Viearing, Gale. 
Bewitch'd by Fairy Hopes we tug im Vang. 
Some flying and inchanted. Ile tg. gain; 
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'Till. pitying Chance a kind Difaſter ſends, 
And by a — pet: moans fruitleſs Labour ends. 
Tho” Night by Night we find, to our dear coit, 
Our laſt-ſpent Day, like all the former, loſt; 
Tis yet the common, Refuge of our Sorrow, | 
On the next Day's uncertain Stock to borrow, 8 
Till broke with Debts on each Iunſolvent Morrow. 
Some run o' ſcore. for Weeks, or Months; and ſome 
Anticipate for Bliſs next Year to come; 
When, Darling-Fay'rites, they at Eaſe' ſhall fit 
In Fortune's Lap, and ſee their Wiſhes hit, 
Reyel in Plenty, Pleaſure; Peace, and Mirth — 
When lo! before the promis'd-Seaſon's* Birth 
The weening Mortal dies —— or has his Breath 
Prolong'd by Sickneſs to a living Death: 
Or (forc'd thro” Camps or diſtant Seas to roam) 
- Seeks Fate abroad, or found by Fate at home; 
For Human Life (by Nature's Law aſſign'd 
one Entrance) does a thouſand Out-lets find: 
But ſtill the Path to each with Care beſet, 
Moleſting Griefs in ev'ry Paſſage met; 
: Whoſeſtraggling Troops ſince none can always ſhun 8 


Not to Alarm, or on the Foe to run, 

Is all that by the wiſeſt can be done. 
And dext'roufly our Skill ſnall be employ'd, 

Adding no Griefs to thoſe we can't avoid. 


1 . g — - — — * 2 4. 
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The VIS IOX. 
By Mrs. S HN GEA. 


598 in the cloſe Receſſes of a Shade, 
A Shade for Sacred Contemplation made; 
No beauteous Branch, no Plaut, or fragrant Flow'r, 
But flouriſh'd near the fair delicious Bow'r: 
With charming State its lofty Arches riſe 
v1 Adorn'd with Bloſſoms, as with Stars the Skies: 
Til - Di All 
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All pure and fragrant was the Air I drew, | 
Which Winds thro* Myrtle Groves and Orange ble, 
Clear Waves along with pleaſing Murmur ruſh, 
And down the artful Falls in noble Catarafts guſh. 

Twas here, within this happy Place retir'd, 

Harmonious Pleaſures all my Soul inſpir'd ; 

I take my Lyre, and try each tuneful String, 

Now War, now Love, and Beauty's Force would ſing: 

To Heav'nly Subjects now, in ſerious Lays, 

1 ftrive my faint, unskilful Voice to raiſe: , 

But as I unreſolv'd and doubtful lay, 

My Cares in eaſte Slumbers glide away; 

Nor with ſuch grateful Sleep, ſuch ſoothing Reſt, 
And Dreams like this I e'er before was bleſs'd; 
No wild uncouth Chimera's intervene, 

To break the perfect intellectual Scene. 

The Place was all with Heay'nly Light o'er-flown, 
And glorious with Immortal Splendor ſhone. 
When! lo a bright Etherial Youth drew near, 
Ineffable his Motions and his Air, 

A ſoft, beneficent, expreſsleſs Grace, 
With Life's moſt florid Bloom adorn'd his Face; 
His lovely Brows Immortal Lawrel bind, 

And long his radiant Hair fell down behind, 

His azure Robes hung free, and waving to the 

Wind. | 

Angelick his Addreſs, his tuneful Voice 
Inſpir'd a thouſand eleyating Joys: 

When thus the wond'rous Youth his Silence broke, 
And with an Accent all Celeſtial { arm | 
To Heay'n, nor longer pauſe, devote thy Songs, 

To Heav'n the Muſe's Picred Art belongs 
Let his unbounded Glory be thy Theme, 

Who fills th* Eternal Regions with his Fame; | 

And when Death's fatal Sleep ſhall cloſe thine Eyes, 
In Triumph we'll attend thee to the Skies; 

We'll crown thee there with everlaſting Bays, 

And teach thee all our celebrated Lays. 

This ſpoke, the ſhining Viſion upward flies, 

And darts as Lightning thro' the cleaving Skies. 

Upon 


MisczLLAN Y PoE Ms. f 


Von Young Mr. ROGERS of 


GLOUCESTERSHIRE. Wh 


By Mr. Da T DEN. | l 


O F 2 Blood, his Parents only Treaſure, | 
Their laſting Sorrow, and their yaniſh'd Pleaſure, 
Adorn'd with Features, Virtues, Wit and Grace, 

A large Proviſion for ſo ſhort a Race; 5 

More mod' rate Gifts might have prolong'd his Date, 

Too early fitted for a better State; 

But, knowing Heav'n his Home, to ſhun Delay, 

He leap'd o'er Age, and took the ſhorteſt way. 


„ 
— 


The Third ODE of AN AcR EON 
Tranſlated. 


AT dead of Night, when Stars appear, 
And ſtrong BoGtes turns the Bear; 
When Mortals fleep their Cares away, 
WWFatigu'd with Labours of the Day, 

1 * was knocking at my Gate; 

WW ho's there? ſaid 1: Who knocks ſo late, 
WDiſturbs my Dream, and breaks my Reſt ? 
fear not me, a harmleſs Gueſt, 
ie ſaid; but open, open pray; 
fooliſh Child, 1 loſt my way, 

Wind wander here this Moonleſs Night, 7 

All wet and cold, and wanting Light. 
ith due Regard: his Voice I heard, 
hen roſe, a ready Lamp prepar'd, 1 
nd ſaw a naked Boy below, | 1 


e 


ce, 


1 
8 


Vith Wings, a Quiver, and a Bow: 

n haſte I ran, unlock'd my Gate, 

cure, and thoughtleſs of my Fate; 

Un | D 5 I 
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* 
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0 | I 1 

Tere Re Child an eaſig Ghatr 
Againſt the Firs, and dry'd his Hair; 
Rfought Ericadly ye IN 


All this did I with kind Intent; 
But he, on wanton Miſchief bent, 


Said, Deareſt Friend uthis Gow you ſee; 


This pretty Bow belongs to me: 
Obſerye, I pray, ifallche right, 
L-fear, the Rain has 7 it. quite: 
He drew. is then, and ſtraight I. fund 
Within my Breaft.a ſeexet; Wound. ic 


This done, the. Rogue no longereftaid, _ 


But leap'd away, and. laughing ſaid, 
Kind Hoſt adieu, we nom mult. part, 
Safe is my Bow, but ſick thy Heart. 


” 
—— 
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Cups. f chearful Wine, 
And warm'd his little Hands with mine. 


as 


—_— — 


e 


To 4 Lady that 4 2575 going to iff 


Fortune Teller. 


* 4 > * © * 44.7 


On, Madam, may with Safety go, 
1 Decrees of Deſtiny to know 4 / 
For at your Birth kind Planets reign'd, | 


And certain Happineſs: ordain d:. 
Such Charms as yours are only giv'n 
To choſen Favourites of Heavv n. 
But ſuch is my uncertain: State, 
Tis dangerous to try my Fate: 
For I wou'd only know from Art, 
The future Motions, of. your Heart, 
And what predeſtinated Doom 
Attends my Love for Years: to come; 
No Secrets elſe that Mortals learn 
My Care deſerve, or Life concern ; 
But this will ſo important be, 
I dread to ſearch the dark Decree: 


*. 
4 * 
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But 


M1iscELLANY Pormns. 


For while the ſmalleſt Hope remains, 
Faint Joys are mingled with my Pains; 
Vain diſtant Views my Fancy 
And give ſome intermitting Ea 

ſhou'd the Stars too 5 ſhow ' 
That you have doom'd my endleſs Woe, 
No Human Force, nor Art, cou'd bear 
The Torment of my wild Deſpair, 

This Secret then I dare not know, 
And other Truths are uſeleſs now. 

What matter, if unbleſs'd in Love, | 
How long or ſhort'my Life will prove? 
To gratify what low Deſire,  -/ | 
Shou'd I with needleſs Haſte enquire, 
How great, how Wealthy I ſhall be? 
O! what is wealth or Pow'r to me:? 

If I am happy, or undone, 
It muſt proceed from you alone. 


N 


* 


„ 


VERS ES Arien for the ToAs TI 
GLAssES of the KIT - KAT Clu. 
in tis Nan 1703. ; 


Diitcheſs of St. ALBANS. 
By the. Lord Hallifax... 


| iz HE Line of Heere, ſo. long 
Concludes with Luſtre in St. Alban s Charms: 
Her conqu' ring Eyes have made their Race eorrpleat; 
They roſe in Valour, and in Beauty ſe. 


Dutcheſs of «St. ALBA NS. 


Byi L. K. 


The Saints above. can ask, but not beſtow; 
This Saint can. give all Happineſs below. 


„ 


NG. 


renow'd in Arms; 


Lpdy 
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Lady BRI DG WATER. 
| By Mr. Maynwaring. 
All Health to her, in whoſe bright Form we find 
Exceſs of Charms with native Meekneſs join'd 
Whoſe tender Beauty ſafe in Virtue's Care, 
Springs from a Race ſo fruitful of the Fair, 


That all Antiquity can boaſt no more; 
For Venus and the Graces were but Four. 


Daicheſs of BEAUFORT. | 


By the Lord Hallifax. 
Offspring of a Tuneful Sire, 
Bleſt with more than mortal Fire; 
Likeneſs of a Mother's Face, 
Bleſt with more than mortal Grace: 
You with double Charms ſurprize, 
With His Wit, and with Her Eyes. 


Dutcheſs of BEAUFORT. 


Empire the Daughter and the Sire divide, 
She Reigns in Beauty Sovereign, He in Wit; 
Thus as in Blood, they are in Power ally'd, 
To Him our Minds, to Her our Hearts ſubmit. 


Datcheſs of BOLTON. 
W f "gy — | 
Love's keeneſt Darts are charming Bolton's Care, 
Which the fair Tyrant poiſons with Deſpair. 


The God of Wine the dire Effect foreſees, 
And {ends the Juice that gives the Lover Eaſe. 


Dutebeſt of BOLT ON. 
By Dr, B— 
Flat Contradictions wage in Bolton War! 
Yet her the Toaſters as a Goddeſs prize; 
Her Whiggiſh Tongue does zealouſly declare 
For Freedom, but for Slavery her Eyes, 1 
| | Mrs, 
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Mrs, BAR TON- 


By L. H. 


Stampt with her reigning Charms, this Standard- Glaſs 

Shall current through the Realms of Bacchus paſs; 

Full fraught with Beauty ſhall new Flames impart, 
And mint her ſhining Image on the Heart, 


Mrs. BAR TON. 


Beauty and Wit ſtrove each, in vain, 

To vanquiſh Bacchus and his Train; 

But Barton with ſucceſsful Charms 

From both their Quivers drew her Arms; 
The roving God his Sway reſigns, 

And 8 ſubmits his Vines. 


- Mrs. BARTON. 


At Barton's Feet the God of Love 
His Arrows and his Quiver lays, 
Forgets he has a Throne above, | 
And with this lovely Creature ſtays, 


Not Venus Beauties are more bright, 
But each appear ſo like the other, 
That Cupid has miſtook the right, 
And takes the Nymph to be his Mother; 


Mrs. BRUDENEL L: 


By Mr. C. 


Look on the lovelieſt Tree that ſhades the Park 
And Brudenell you will find upon the Bark; g 
Look on. the faireft Glaſs that's fill'd the moſt 
And Brudenell you will find the faireſt Toaſt; 
Look on her Eyes, if you their Light can bear, 
And Love himſelf you'll find fits toaſting there. 


Ars, 


@ We Firnn Panr of 
| Mrs. BRUDENELL. 

Imperial Juno gave her matchleſs. Grace, 
And Hebe's youthful Bloom adorns her Face; 
Bright as the Star that"leads the Heay'nly Hoſt, 
Brudentll precedes the Glory of the Toaſt, 

Le Many CHURCHILL. 
Faireſt and lateſt of the beauteous Race, 


Bleſt with your Parents WI and her firſt blooming Face; 


Born with our Liberties in William's Reign, 
Your Eyes alone that Liberty reſtrain, 7 


M. CTAVERINXE. 
5 | By Mr, C 
Such Beauty join'd with ſuch harmonious Skill, 
Muſt doubly charm, then, let us doubly fill. 
If Muſick be Love's Food, as Lovers think, 


When Claverine's nam'd, then Toaſting is his Drink, 

Lady CARLISLE. 

BV Dr, G 

Carliſle's a Name can ev'ry Muſe inſpixe, 
To Genie fill we Glaſs Rf me the . | 
Wich his lov'd Bays the God of Day ſhall crown 
A Wit and Luſtre equal to. his own.. 

Lady CARLISLE. 
Behold this Northern Star's auf * Light, 
Our fainter Beauties ſhine, not halt fo bright. 
Form'd to attract, yet certain to repel, 
Her Charms are blazing, but ſhe guards 'em well. 


Lady, CAR L1SLE., 

She o'er all Hearts and, Toaſts muſt, reign, 
Whoſe Eyes out-ſparkle bright Champaign;. 
Or (when ſhe will youchſate to ſmile) 
The Brillant that now writes Carliſle, 


— 
* 


Lady 
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MrscpLbany Porus. 


Lady CARLISLE. 


Great as 4 Goddels, and of Form Divine, 

Our Heads*we-bend; and all out Hearts reſign z- 
Like Heav'n ſhe rules With an Imperial Sway, 
And teachtes to adore and to obey; 

„ wee: &n. FY cet 
EFT 

By Dr. JJ — 


At once the Sun and Carliſie took their way, 
To warm the frozen North, and kindle Day; 


The Flowers to both their glad-Cfeation ow'd,. 
Their Virtues He, their Beauties She beſtow'd. 


—— — \ & 444 * 


Lady CARLISLE. 
; » +4 „ err 1. 
Approach ye mean Coquets, and view her well, 
Finiſh'd within, as fuits the ſtately Shell; 
Smile on your Fops, and Slaves of Fools create 3 
But if you'll conquer Men, like het be Fair and Great. 


4 * — — 1 


M. COLLIER 
By Mr. Maynwaring. - 

No Wonder Scots our Kingdom would invade, 

Since we have ſtol'n from thence this lovely Maid: 

Troy's Myſtick Tales a Prophecy appear 

Of Wars predeſtin'd to he · fought for Her; 

And all thoſe Gharms the Grecian Poets give 

Their fancy d Helen, in this Beauty live. 
n 


Mrs. D v NC H. 
By Dr. B — 


O Dunch ! if fewer with thy Charms are fir'd, 

As when by Godfrey's Name thou waſt admir'd, 
Tis not that Marriage makes thee ſeem leſs fair, 
But then we hop'd, and now we mult deſpair. 


12 . 


Mrs, 
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| Miri. Duncn. 


Fair Dunch's Eyes ſuch radiant Glances dart, 

As warm the coldeſt Boſom with Deſire: 
Thoſe Heay'nly Orbs muſt needs attract the Heart, 
Where Churchill's Sweetneſs ſoftens Godfrey's Fire, 


Mrs. P. DASHn wo-0D. 


Fair as the bluſhing Grape ſhe ſtands, 
Excites our Hopes, and tempts our Hands; 
Bloſſoms and Fruit together meet, 

As Autumn ripe, and April ſweet. 


Mrs. DicsBy. 
By Mr, C — 


Why laughs the Wine with which this Glaſs is crown'd 


' 


Why leaps my Heart to hear this Health go round! 


Digby warms both with Sympathetick Fires; 
Her Name the Glaſs, her Form my Heart inſpires, 


Mrs. DiGcsBy. 


No. wonder Ladies that at Court appear, 

And in Front-Boxes ſparkle all the Year, 

Are choſen Toaſts! twas Dighy's matchleſs Frame 
That, Ceſar-like, but ſaw and overcame. 


Lady ESS EX. 
By Dr. G—— | 
The braveſt Hero, and the brighteſt Dame 
From Belgia's happy Clime Britannia drew; 


One pregnant Cloud we find does often frame 
The awful Thunder and the gentle Dew. 


Lady Ess E x. 
| By Dr, G 
To Eſſex fill the fprightly Wine, 
The Health's eng ing and divine: 
Let pureſt Odours ſcent the Air, 
And Wreaths of Roſes bind our Hair, 


Cc 


Ti 


In 


MiscELLANY PooEMuSs. Of 
In her chaſte Lips theſe bluſhing lie, 
And thoſe her gentle Sighs ſupply. 
Lady H. GODOLPAHIN: 
By Mr. Maynwaring. 
Godolphin's eaſie and unpractis'd Air | 
Gains without Art, and governs withont Care. 


Her conqu'ring Race with various Fate ſurpriſe; 
Who 'ſcape their Arms, are Captiyes to her Eyes. 


Mrs. GUY BON $- 
By Dr, B — 
Could Grecian Maſters from the Shades return, 


To copy Guybons, *twould advance their Art; 
Their's never made but one with Paſſion burn, 


— And this Belle Venus conquers ev'ry Heart. 
| Lady HY DE. 
By Dr. G—— 


The God of Wine grows jealous of his Art, 
He only fires the Head, but Hyde the Heart. 
The Queen of Love looks on, and ſmiles to ſee 
1 A Nymph more mighty than a Deity. 
On the Lady HyDE in Child. bed. 
By Dr, G— 
yde, tho' in Agonies, her Graces keeps, 


A thouſand Charms the Nymph's Complaints adorn; 
In Tears of Dew ſo mild Aurora weeps, þ 


But her bright Offspring is the chearful Morn. 


Lady HARPER. 
In Harper all the Loves and Graces ſhine, 

ay as our Mirth, and ſparkling as our Wine. 
Here's to the Fair— Were Poiſon in the Cup, 
Might ſhe be bleſs'd, thus would I drink it up. 


Ars. Hare. 2 
In fair Hare there are Charms, 
Which the coldeſt Swain warms, 


Ve, Fir rn PAR, 
1 And the vaineſt of Nymphs cannot bear: 
Þ Slighted Toafts'wiſh her blind, 

f Loving Knights wiſn her kind; 
1 Then about with the dear Ring of Hare. 
Mrs. HA R E. 
| The Gods of Wit, and Wine, and Love, prepare 
1 With chearful Bowls to celebrate the Fair; 

; Love is enjoyn'd to name his favourite Toaſt, 
And Hare's the Goddeſs. that delights.them_moſt : 
Phœbus pans, and bids the Trumpets ſound, 
And Bacchus in a Bumper puts it round,. 

Mrs. Di. K I. RX. 
rl ,By Mr. © Tan 
Fair-written, Name, but deeper in my Heart; 
A Diamond cannot cut like Cupid's Dart. 
Quickly the Cordial of her Health apphy; 
For when I ceaſe to toaſt bright Kirk, 1 die. 
Mrs. D I. KI X K. 
So many Charms Di. Kirk, ſurround; 
| 'Tis pity The's unkind; b 2 | 
. Her conqu' ring Eyes, 'not:ſceing, Wound, 
| As Love darts home, tho” blin a 
| Mrs. L O N G E. N 
: By - the Lord Wharton. 
Fill the Glaſs; let Hautboys ſound, 
W ilſt bright Zong-ie: "Health goes round: 
With eternal Beauty _— 3 ig 
4 Ever ung: > ſtill the beſt; . 
Drink your Glaſs, and, think che xeſt, 


| 
| 
| 
Lady MANCHESTER. 
| 
| 
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: By Mr, "Addiſon. . | 
While haughty Gallia's Dames, that ſpread 
Oer their pal Sie les Wh HAT Ned. 
Beheld this beauteoũs Stranger there, 
In native Charms giyine 125 | 
Confuſion in their Lo s they ſhow'd,. 
And with unbotrow'd Bluſhes glow'd. 
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I Ws Te 


Mrs. N1cnorLas. 


59 Dr: B 


nrival'd Nicholas, Hoe victörious Eyes, 

Love fov-a-Place of Arms with Daits*ſupply'd, 
does on the Toaſters like: fair Phæbe rife; ** * | 
To rule their Wines, and Paſſion's mighty Tide. 


La) O R e 
7 0 Maynwaling. 


Lebus, from whom this Fälr het Wit derives, | 
to Toaſt beholds, tho“ round*the®WortdThe drives, 
hat charms. ſo much, 'or-has ſuch- Conqueſt! won, 


s this. bright r V of his» Darling: Son. 
0 2 4 1 BJ Pres t. 


24 — N 
Us Tad) © A R E Rx. 


lere cloſe the Liſt, Bere end the” Wale Strife; 
liew here the Dawn of Heav'n, and Joy of Life. 
lature, to warm the World into Deſire, ö 
lakes Dorſet's Charms in her ſoft Sex conſpire, 
lis youthful Form, and bis immortal Fire. 


* 


| 


Lot RANNELAGE 


he God of Lobt, dided by Gecil's Charms, 

pon his Rival Barchagurns his Arms; 

hen her Idea govern'd in the Heart, 

„n Wine encreaſes, which, ſnou'd cure the Smart. 


tn . \ „ „Alesi 
Daicheſs f R1cnMonD. 
By the Tord Hallffa g. 
Two fair Richmohds"differetit Nges boaſt, 
heirs was the- firſt; and · our the btighter Toaſt; 
h' Adorers Offerings prove who's. moſt Divine, 
bey lacrifie d in Water, we in Wine. _ 


| Dutcheſs of 'R1 enn o N D. 
29 1 7 >. 81 i. 

By Carberry. 
uhmond has Charrh6' that continue our Claim, 


o lay hold of. che Toaſt that belongs to the Name: 


Mr 1.23 7 £4024 Tak woe ww Hr Ty ady 
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Lady SUNDERLAND bor 

4 By the Lord Hallifax. 
All Nature's Charms in Sunderland appear, do! 
Bright as her Eyes, and as her Reaſon clear: ithi 


Vet ſtill their Force, to Men not ſafely known, 
Seems undiſcover'd to herſelf alone. 


Lady SUN DERLAN D', Picture, with thi 
Words under, 
As na diſce Omnes. 

Learn by this Portrait, how the Kit-cats Toaft; 
How charming thoſe can ſuch- like Features boaſt! 
From Nature's Hand this vaſt Profuſion came, 
And with as bright a Soul inform'd the Frame. 
She with no haughty Airs her Triumphs views, 
So her great Father looks when Countries he ſubdue 


Mrs. STANHOPE. | 
Soon as one Phenix 1 7 ker kindred Skies, Wi 
A brighter roſe, and bleſt our wond'ting Eyes; 
Then in a chearful Bowl diſſolve your Cares, 
Since faſt as Heay'n deprives, the Court repairs. 


Madamoſelle SP ANHEIME. 


| By the Lord Hallifax.. 
Admir'd in Germany, ador'd in France, | 
Your Charms to brighter Glory here advance; 
The ſtubborn Britons own your Beauty's Claim, 
And with. their Native Toaſts enroll your Name. 


26 Mrs. T EMPEST. 
If perfect Joys from perfect Beauty riſe, Sele 
View Tempeſt's Shape, her Motions, and her Eyes: 
Undoubted Queen of Love, but Honour's Slave, 
Whilft Thouſands languiſh, ſhe but One can ſave. 


Venus, contending for the Golden Ball, 
Us'd Helen's Charms ta bribe her Judge withal : 


| 


J 
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d ſhe been bleſs'd with TIempeſt's brighter Eyes, ws 
borrow'd Beauty would have gain'd the Prize. 


Mrs. VERN ON. 


don, no more thy Trade or Riches boaſt, 
ithin thy Walls there lives the brighteſt Toaſt, 
ho lays no Bait to pleaſe, or ſtrives to kill, 
wanting Nature does ſupply by Skill, 

r Air, her Mein, fuch Darts are in her Eyes, 
o looks on Vernon, Loves, Adores, and Dies. 


| Lady WHARTON. 
By Dr. Garth. 


hen Jove to Ida did the Gods invite, 

d in immortal Toaſting paſs'd the Night, 

ith more than Nectar he the Banquet bleſs'd, 
Wharton was the Venus of the Feaſt, 


Lady WHARTON. 


Rakes, who Midnight Judges fit 
Wine, of Beauty, and of Wit, 
Mercury and Cupid's ſake 

o Bumpers to fair Wharton take; 
in that graceful charming Shell 
e Gods of Wit and Pleafure dwell, 


— 


VEGATIVE LOVE. 


B Mr. J. Do N N K. 


Never ſtoop'd ſo low, as they 
hich on an Eye, Cheek, Lip, can prey; 
deldom to them, which ſoar no higher 
han Virtue, or the Mind t'admire; 
r Senſe, and Underſtanding may 
Know what gives Fuel to their Fire: 
| Love, though ſilly, is more brave, 
may I miſs whene'er I crave, 
| know yet what 1 would have. 
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If that be ſimply perfecteſt £45 
Which can by no. means; be Mm 
But 1 mx Love is ſo- 
To a U, Which. all Ioveg. I ſay no. 
If any Who,;degiphers, heſt t.. 
What we know. not, (our. Lines) can know, 
Let him teach ” wy, nothing. : 
As yet 2 E nd. Comfort . i Is, wen 
ſpee bor 


Though 1 cannot miſs. 
"ON M* ME. 1 
By the be, Had. 


81 1 11 „ „„ 
HEAD Zop Paper ftay, 4 and grudge, not here to Ld 
With a fi thoſ: Sons whom thy era create, 
At leaſt lie hid with, me,, till. thou return 
To Rags again, which is thy native State, 
5 de otq (..n IO tor vt 
W hat though thou have enough Unworthineſs 
To come unto great. Place as athers do.. 


That's much emboldneſs, pulls, thruſts, I confeſs, 
But *tis not all, thou ſhould'ſt be wicked too. 


And, that thou canꝭſt; not leam, or not of me, 
Vet thou wilt go; Go, ſince thou go'ſt to her 
Who lacks but Faults to be a Prince, Wt ſhe, i 
Truth, whom they dare not pardon, dares a4 


But when thou conn to that pe rplexing Eye 
Which equally claims Love and Revere nce: 
Thou wilt not long diſpute i it, thou wilt die; 
And having little now, have then no Senſe, 


Yet when her warm Redeeming Hand, which is 
A Miracle, and made ſuch to work more, 
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b touch the (ſapleſs. Leat.). thou grow!ſt by this 
Jer Creature Glority's more = | 


— = — 6 \ 


nasa Mother which deli ts to * 
ler early Child rmhiſ-ſpeak nahi Words, 


becauſe Majeſty doth never fear 
| or bold Speech, the Audience affords, 


= = FF LR 


then, cold Speechteſs W etch thou wo rnd 
Ind wiſely Wkkt Diledurſe is left for t 

Speec of Ill, and her, thou muſt "abf ain, 
d is there any Yood Which is not ſhe I 


may 'ſt thou prailE' her' Servants; der andy, 5 
nd Wit, and Virtue,” and Honour her attend, 
ſince they are But her Cloaths, thou Ihalt hot ei . 
thou, her Shape, and Beauty, and Grace mg 


knows thy Deſtiny when thoy Raſt done, 
chance her Cabilſet may Barbe thee, 1 
ther all noble ambſtiqus Wits do run, 

T Neſt almoſt-#s füll öf Good as e. 


n thou art there; if any w. om we know * _ 
ere ſay'd before, and did that Heaven attake, " 
n ſhe revolves his Pa bh mark” what ho oW 


Favour, ſhe alone; co them doth make. 


, if to get them, Nhe | 0 *-skip che reſt, „ 
ark if ſhe read them twice, if kiſs | he Nate; 
if ſhe do the ſame that they ate 3 

ark if ſhe mark whither Ber” oman 1 N 
if ſlight things b' objected, and o'erblown, 
rk if her Oaths againſt him be not ſtill 

Iv'd, and that ſhe e grieve he's not her own, 

U chides the Doctrine that denies Free- will. 


er, 


thee not do this to be my $ 
r to make my ſelf her Familiar ; 


But 


— 
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= But ſo much I do love her Choice, that 1 
7 Would fain love him that ſhall be lov'd of her. 


AS ON G. 
; B 7. CARE W, Eſq, 


"A SK me no more where Jove beſtows, 
When June is paſt, the fading Roſe : 

For in your Beauty's. Orient Deep, 

Theſe Flow'rs as in their Cauſes ſleep, 


Ask me no more whither do ſtray 
The Golden Atomes of the Day : 
For in pure Love, Heaven did prepare 
Thoſe Powders to enrich your Hair. 


Ask me no more whither doth haſte 
The Nightingale, when May is paſt : Un 
For in your ſweet dividing Throat | 
She winters, and keeps warm her Note. 


Ask me no more where thoſe Stars light 
That downwards fall in dead of Night: lp 
For in your Eyes they ſit, and there, 
Fixed become, as in their Sphere, 


Ask me no more if Faſt or Wet, dene 
The Phcenix builds her Spicy Neſt: wa 
For unto you at laſt ſhe flies, | 
And in your fragrant Boſome dies, 


Co or 
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CooP E RT Hi L L, 4a PoE M. A. 
it was Printed in the Tear 16570. 


Written by JOHN DzNHAM, Eſq; 


URE we have Poets, that did never dream 
Upon Parnaſſus, nor did taſte the Stream 

Of Helicon, and therefore I ſuppoſe, 

Thoſe made not Poets, but the Poets thoſe, 

And as Courts make not Kings, but Kings the Court, 4 

So where the Muſes and their Troops reſort, 1 

parnaſſus ſtands; if I can be to thee 1 

A poet, thou Parnaſſus art to me. | | 1 

Nor wonder, if (advantag'd in my flight, 1 
By taking Wing from thy auſpicious — | Wis 
Through untrac'd Ways and Airy Paths 1 fly, 1 

More boundleſs in my Fancy than my Eye. "tt 

Exalted to this height, I firft look down 

On Pauls, as Men from thence upon the Town. 

Pauls the late Theme of ſuch a * Muſe, whoſe flight 

Hath bravely reach'd and ſoar'd above thy height: 

Now ſhalt thou ſtand, though Time, or Sword, or Fire, 

Dr Zeal (more fierce than they) thy fall conſpire, 

zecure, while thee the beſt of Poets ſings, 

refery'd from Ruin by the beſt of Kings. 

\s thoſe who rais'd in Body, or in Thought 

Above the Earth, or the Air's middle Vault, 

zehold how Winds and Storms and Meteors grow, 

ow Clouds condenſe to Rain, congeal to Snow, 

Ind ſee the Thunder form'd, before it tear 

he Air, ſecure from danger and from fear, 

o rais'd above the Tumult and the Crowd, 

lee the City in a thicker Cloud 

f Buſineſs, than of Smoak, where Men like Ants 

oyl to prevent imaginary Wants; 

et all in yain, increaſing with their Store 

heir vaſt Deſires, but make their Wants the more. 


Mr. Waller. London. 
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As Food to unſound Bodies, though it pleaſe 
The Appetite, feeds only the Difeaſe, 
Where with like haſte, though ſeveral ways, they run, 
Some to undo, and ſome to be undone ; 

While Luxury and Wealth, like War and Peace, 
Are each the other's Ruin, and Increaſe. 
As Rivers loſt in Seas ſome ſecret Vein 
Thence re- conveighs, there to be loſt again. 
Some ſtudy Plots, and ſome thoſe Plots t'undo, 
Others to make em, and undo em toe: 
Falſe to their Hopes, afraid to be ſecure, 
Thoſe Miſchiefs only which they make, endure : 
Blinded with Light, and ſick of being well, 
In Tumults ſeek their Peace, their Heav'n in Hell. 
Oh Happineſs of ſweet retir'd Content, 
To be at once ſecure and Innocent, | 
Windſor the next (where Mars with Venus dwells, 
Beauty with Strength) above the Valley ſwells 
Into my Eye, as the late married Dame, | 
(Who proud, yet ſeems to make that Pride her Shame) 
When Nature quickens in her pregnant Womb, 
Her Wiſhes paſt, and now her Hopes to come : 
With ſuch an eaſie, and unforc'd Aſcent, 
Windſor her gentle Boſome doth prefent ; 
Where no ſtupendous Clift, no threatning heights 
Acceſs deny, no horrid Steep affrights, 

But ſuch a Riſe, as doth at once invites 

A Pleaſure, and a Reverence from the ſight, 


S nd i mi fd 2 


Thy Maſter's Emblem, in whoſe Face I ſaw her 
A Friend-like Sweetneſs, and a King-like Awe, r\ 


Where Majeſty and Love fo mixt appear, 
Both gently kind, both Royally ſevere. | | 
So Windſor, humble in itſelf, ſeems proud ail 
To be the Baſe of that Majeſtick Load, e1 
Than which no Hill a nobler Burthen bears, 
But Atlas only, that ſupports the Spheres, 
Nature this Mount ſo fitly did advance, 

We might conclude, that nothing is by Chance; 
So plac'd,* as if ſhe did on purpoſe raiſe Seo 
The Hill, to rob the Builder of his Praiſe, 


G <> 


ie) 


Fot 


More Heroes than can Windſor, 
Immortal Bock record more Noþte Names, 
Not to look back ſo far, to whom this Ifle 
WW Muſt owe the Glory of ſo brave a Pile, ' 
Whether to Ceſar, Albanact, or Brute, 

WT he Britiſh Arthur or the Daniſn Knute, 


ire him in Birth, thou ſhould'ſt be like in Fame, 
cine his Fate, if mine had been his Flame) 
ut whoſoe'er it was, Nature deſign'd | 

Wit a brayeiPlace, and then as brave a Mind. 


gave a Cradle, or to whom a Tomb, 
Wut thee, (Great T EAẘrd) and th 

Nie that the Lillies wore, and he that won; 

nd thy 2 Bellona, who deſerves her ſhare 5 
Wn all thy Glories; of that S Royal Pair 
hich waited on thy Triumph, ſhe brought one, 


Victory thy Royal Thoughts did move, 


FF bit every parr-conſpires vo give it Grace; 


Mriscni-LAnyPorms. 7 
For none commends his Judgment, that doth chuſe 
That which a blind Man only could refufe; - I 
Such are the Towers which th' hoary Temples grace. 
of *Cybele, when all her Heavenly Race mY] 
Do Homage to her yet ſhe cannot boaſt; 
— mimerous and Celeſtial Hoſt, 


r doth Fame's 


Though this of old no leſs Conteſt did move, : 
han when for Homer's Birth ſeven Cities ſtrove} 


ot to recount thoſe ſeveral Kings, to whom ' 


Vu” CE 


- wh. 4 | 
| Greater Son, 


hy Son the other brought, and ſhe that Son. 


for of leſs Hopes could · her great Offspring prove: 
Royal Eagle cannot breed a Dove. Ss Proves. _- 


hen didſt thou found that Order: whether Love 
ch was a Noble Cauſe, nor was it leſs _ a | I 
th Inſtitution, tham the great/Succeſs, ' 166! 


e King, the Cauſe, the Patron, and the Place, 


> Prince. w ** » Philippa. 6 Tae: Ning, of Fram:e © 
Scotland, The Garter, 


6 i © 
Which 


* The-Mather, of the; Gods. t Edward the Third, and the. 
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Which foreign Kings, and Emperors eſteem 
The ſecond Honour to their Diadem, 
Had thy great Deſtiny but given thee Skill 
To know, as well as Power to act her Will, 
That from thoſe Kings, who then thy Captives were, 
In after-times ſhould ſpring a Royal Pair, 
Who ſhould Poſſeſs all that thy mighty Power, 
Or thy Deſires more mighty, did devour; 
To whom their better Fate reſerves whate' er 
The Victor hopes for, or the Vanquiſh'd fear. 
That Blood, which thou and thy great Grandſire ſhed, 
And all that ſince theſe Siſter Nations bled, 
Had been unſpilt, had happy Edward known 
That all the Blood he ſpilt, had been his own. 
Thou had'ſt: extended through the Conquer'd Eaſt 
Thine, and the Chriſtian Name, and made them bleſt 
; To ſerve thee, while that Loſs this Gain would bring, 
Chriſt for their God, and Edward for their King; 
When thou that * Saint thy Patron didſt deſign, 
In whom the Martyr. and the Soldier joyn; 
And when thou didſt within the Azure Round, 
(Who Evil thinks may Evil him confound) - 
The Engliſh Arms encircle, thou didſt ſeem 
But to foretel, and prophecy of him, 5 
Who has within that Azure Round confin'd 
Theſe Realms, which Nature for their bound deſign'd, 
That bound which to the Werld's extreameſt ends, 
Endleſs herſelf, her liquid Arms extends, 
In whoſe Heroick Face, 1 ſee the Saint 
Better expreſs'd than in the livelieſt Paint, 
That Fortitude which made him famous here, 
That Heavenly Piety, which Saints him there, 
Who when this Order he forſakes, may he 
=— Companion of that ſacred Order be. 
| Here could I fix my Wonder, but our Eyes, 
Nice as our Taſtes, affect Varieties ; - 
And though one pleaſe him moſt, the hungry Gueſt 
Taftes every Diſnh, and runs through all the Feaſt, 
TT 9 
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& having taſted Windſor, caſting 'round _ 174 
My wandering Eye, an emulous f Hill doth bound 
My more contracted fight, whoſe top of late p 
A Chappel crown'd, till in the common Fate 


Fall on our Times, where Ruin muſt reform.) 

Tell me (my Muſe) what monſt'rous dire Offence ? 
What Crime could any Chriſtian ay incenſe 

To ſuch a Rage? was't Luxury, or Luft? 

Was he ſo Temperate, ſo Chaſte, ſo Juſt? [more, 
Were theſe their Criines? they were his own much 
But they (alas) were rich, and he was poor; | 
And having ſpent the Treaſures of his Crown, 
Condemns their Luxury, to feed his own , 

And yet this Act, to varniſh o'er the Shame 

Of Sacrilege, muſt bear Deyotion's Name, 5 
And he might think it juſt, the Cauſe and Time 

$ Conſider'd well, for none commits a Crime 
Appearing ſuch, but as tis underſtood, | 

A real, or at leaſt a ſeeming good. | 
While for the Church his learned Pen diſputes, 

His much more learned Sword his Pen confutes, 
Thus to the * paſt he makes amends, 

Their Charity deſtroys, their Faith defends. 

Then did Religion in a lazy Cell, 

In empty, airy Contemplations dwell; 

q, And like the Block unmoved lay, but ours 

8. As much too Active like the Stork devours. 

Is there no temperate Region can be known, 

CE Betwixt their Frigid, and our Torrid Zone? 

Could we not wake from that Lethargick Dream, 
But to be reſtleſs in a worſe Extream ? 

And for that Lethargy was there no Cure, 

But to be caſt into a Calenture ? 

Can Knowledge have no bound, but muſt adyance 
So far, to make us wiſh for Ignorance ? 

And rather in the dark to grope our Way, 


veſt Than led by a falſe Guide to err by Day ? 


&. Anns Hill, * Chertſey Abbey, | 
E 3 Parting 


The Neighbouring * Abbey fell, (may no ſuch Storm 
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Parting from thence, 'twixt Anger, Shame, and Fear, 
Thoſe for What's paſt, and this for What's too near; 
My Eye deſcending from the Hill, 5 
Where Thames amongſt the wanton Vallies ſtrays, 
"Thames. the moſt loy'd of all the Ocean's Sons 
By his old Sire, to his Embraces runs, 
Faſting to pay his Tribute to the Sea, 
Like mortal Life to meet Eternity: 
And though his clearer Sand, no golden Veins, 
Like Tagus, and Pattolus* Streams, contains; 
His genuine, and leſs guilty Wealth t'explore, 
Search not his Bottom, but behold his Shore; 
O'er which he kindly ſpreads his ſpacious Wing, 
And hatches Plenty for th” enſuing Spring, 
Nor with a furious and unruly Wave, 
Like profuſe Kings, . reſumes the Wealth he gave. 
No unexpected Inundations ſpoil ._ 
The Mower's hopes, nor mock the Plowman's Toil; 
Then like a Lover he forſakes his Shores, 
Whoſe ſtay with jealous Eyes his Spouſe implores 
Till with a, parting Kifs he ſaves her Tears, i 
And promiling return, ſecures her fears. 
As a viſe King firft ſettles fruitful Peace 
In his own Realms, and with their rich increaſe 
Seeks War abroad, and then in Triumph brings 
The Spotls of Kingdoms, and the Crowns of Kings: 
So Thames to London doth at firſt preſent  {[ſent, 
Thoſe Tributes, which the Neighbouring Countries 
But at his ſecond Viſit, from the Fall * 
Spices he brings, and Treaſures from the Weſt: 
Finds Wealth where tis, and gives it Where it wants, 
Cities in Deſarts, Woods in Cities plants, 
Rounds the whole Globe, and with his flying Towers 
Brings home to us, and makes both Indies ours; 
So that to us no Thing, no Place is Kai 
Whilſt thy fair Boſom is the World's Exchange: 
O could my Verſe freely and ſmoothly flow, 

As thy pure Flood, Heaven ſhould no longer know 
Her old Eridanus thy purer Stream 


Should bathe the Gods, and be the Poets Theam. 
| 5 * * Here 


* 
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Here Nature, whether more intent to pleaſe 

Us or her ſelf with ſtrange Varieties, | 
(For things of Wonder move no leſs Delight 

To the Wiſe Makers, than Beholders fight. 
Though theſe Delights from ſeveral, Cauſes move, 
For ſo our Children, thus our Friends we love) 
Wiſely ſhe knew the Harmony of Things, 

As well as that of Sounds, from Diſcords ſprings + 
duch was the Diſeord, which did firſt diſperſe. 
Form, Order, Beauty through the Univerſe; 

While drineſs, moiſture; coldneſs heat reſiſts; 
All that we have, and that we are ſubſiſts: 
while the ſteep; horrid roughneſs of the Wood 
Strives with the gentle calmneſs of the Flood. 

Such huge Extreams when Nature doth unite, 
Wonder from thence reſults, from thence Delight, 
WThe Stream is ſo tranſparent, pure, and clear, 
EThat had the Self-enamour'd + Youth gaz'd here, 
So fatally deceiv'd he had not been, 

While he the Bottom, not his Face had ſeen. 

nd ſuch the roughnefs of the Hill, on which 
Diana her Toils, and Mars his Tents might pitch. 
nd as our ſurly ſupercilious Lords, 

Big in their Frowns, and haughty in their Words, 
Look down on thoſe, whoſe humble fruitful Pain, 
heir proud and barren Greatneſs muſt ſuſtain ;. 

do looks the Hill upon the Stream. Between 

here lies, a ſpacious, and a 4 Fertile Green, 
here from the Woods, the Dryades oft meet 

he Naiades, and with their nimble Feet 

doft Dances lead, although their Airy Shape 

All but a quick Poetick fight eſcape. = 

There Fauuus and Sylvanus keep their Courts, 

ind thither all the horrid Hoſt reſorts, 

When like the Elixir, with his Eveuing Beams 

The Sun has turn'd to Gold the Silver Streams) 

Lo graze the ranker Mead, that noble Herd, 

Dn whoſe ſublime and ſhady Fronts is rear'd 


es 
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Nature's great Maſter- piece, to ſhew how ſoon 
Great things are made, but ſooner much undone. 
Here I have ſeen our Charles, when great Affairs 
Give leave to ſlacken, and unbend his Cares, 
Chaſing the Royal Stag, the gallant Beaſt, 

Row d with the Noiſe, *twixt Hope and Fear diſtreſt, 
Reſolves 'tis better to avoid, than meet 

His Danger, truſting to his winged Feet: 

But when he ſees the Dogs, now by the View, 
Now by the Scent, his ſpeed with ſpeed purſue, 

He tries his Friends, amongſt the leſſer Herd, 
Where he but lately was obey'd and fear'd, 

Safety he ſeeks: the Herd unkindly wiſe, | 

Or Jakes him from thence, or from him flies, 
Like a declining States-man, left forlorn 

To his Friends Pity, and Purſuers Scorn, 

| Wearied, forſaken, and purſu'd, at laſt 

All Safety in deſpair of Safery plac'd, 

Courage he thence aſſumes, reſoly'd to bear 

All their Aſſaults, ſince 'tis in vain to fear. 

But when he ſees the eager Chaſe renew'd, 
Himſelf by Dogs, the Dogs by Men purſu'd, 

When neither Speed, nor Art, nor Friends, nor Force 
Could help him, towards the Stream he bends his 
Hoping thoſe leſſer Beaſts would not aſſay {Courle, 
An Element, more mercileſs than they. 

But fearleſs they purſue, nor can the Flood 

Quench their dire Thirſt, (alas) they thirſt for Blood, 
As ſome brave Hero, whom his baſer Foes 

In Troops ſurround, now theſe affails, now thoſe, 
Though prodigal of Life, diſdains to Die 

By vulgar Hands, but if he can _ 

Some Nobler Foe approach, to him he calls, 

And begs his Fate, and then contented falls : 

So the tall Stag, amidſt the leſſer Hounds 

Repells their Force, and Wounds returns for Wounds, 
Till Charles from his unerring Hand lets flie 
A mortal Shaft, then glad, and proud to Die 
By ſuch a Wound, he falls; the Cryftal Flood 
Dying he Dies, and Purples with his Blood. 
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his a more innocent, and happy. Chace ' 
ik when of Old, but in t  eiffame' Place, 
Fair Liberty purſu'd, and meant a Prey | 
To Tyranny, here turn'd, and ſtood. at Bay. 
When in that Remedy all Hope was plac'd, 
Which was, or ſhould have been at leaſt; the laſt :: 
For armed Subjects can have no pretence 
Againſt their Princes, but their juſt Defence; 
And whether then, or no, I leave to them 
To Juſtify, who elſe themſelyes Condemn: 
Yet might the Fact be juft, if we may gueſs 
The .uſineſs of an Action from Succeſs, 1 
Here was that 1 Charter ſeal'd, wherein the Crown 
All marks of Arbitrary Power lays down: | 
© Tyrant and Slave, thoſe Names of hate and fear, 
The happier Style of King and Subject bear: 
Happy when both to the ſame Center move, 
When Kings give Liberty, and Subjects Love. 
Therefore not long in force this Charter ſtood, 
Wanting that Seal, it muſt be ſeal'd in Blood. 
The Subjects arm'd, the more their Princes gave, 

But this Advantage took, the more to crave: 
Till Kings by giving, give themſelves away, 
ind even that Power, that ſhould deny, betray. 
Who gives conſtrain'd, but his own fear reviles; 
Not thank'd but ſcorn'd, nor are they Gifts, but Spoils. 
Ind they, whom no denial can withitand, 
Peem but to ask, while they indeed command. 
hus all to limit Royalty conſpire, | 
/ hile each forgets to limit his Deſire, 
Till Kings like old Antaus by their Fall, 
Being forc'd, their Courage from Deſpair recall. 
hen a calm River rais'd with ſudden Rains, 
Or Snows diffoly*d, o'erflows th* adjoining Plains, 

be Husbandmen with high-rais'd Banks Pe - 1 
heir greedy Hopes, and this he ean endure. 
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* Runny Mead, where the great Charter. was firſt Sal 
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But if with Bogs and Damms they ſtrive to force 
. His Channel to a new ar narrow Courſe; 


No longer then within his Banks he dwells, 
Firſt to a Torrent, then a Deluge {wells : 
Stronger and fiercer by Reſtraint he roars, 
And knows no Bound, but makes his Powers his Shores. 
Thus Kings by graſping more than they can hold, 
Firſt made their Subjects by Oppreſſions-bold; 
And popular: Sway, by forcing Kings to give 
More than was fat for Subjects to receive, 
Ran to the ſame Extream, and one Exceſs 
Made both, by ſtriving to be greater, leſs. 
Nor any way, hut ſeeking to have more, 
Makes either loſe what each poſleſs'd before. 
Wherefore their boundleſs Pow'r *till Princes draw 
Within the Channel, and the Shores of Law, 
And may that Law, which teaches Kings to ſway 
Their Scepters, teach their Subjects to obey. 


COOPE R' HILL. 
A it was publiſhed after the RESTORATION, 
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URE there are Poets which did never dream 
Upon Parnaſſus, nor did taſte the Stream 
Of Helicon ; we therefore may ſuppoſe 
Thoſe made not Poets, but the Poets thoſe. | 
And as Courts make not Kings, but Kings the Court, 


So where the Muſes and their Train reſort, 
* Hands; if I can be to thee 
A Poet, thou Parnaſſus art to me. 
Nor wonder, if (advantag'd in my Flight, 
By taking Wing from thy auſpicious Rog), oh 
Through 
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Now ſhalt thoſland, though Sword, or Time, or ige, 
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Through untrac'd Ways, and airy Paths I ffr. 
More boundleſs, in my Fancy than my Eye: 8 
My Eye, which ſwift as Thought contracts the Space 
That lyes between, and firſt s the place | 
Crown'd with that ſacred Pile, ſo vaſt, ſo high, 7 
That whether 'tis a part of Earth, or Sky, * 
Uncertain ſeems, and may be thought a proud _. 
Aſpiring Mountain, or deſcending Cloud; 
Paul's, the late Theme af ſuch a Muſe whoſe flight: 
Has bravely reach'd and ſoar' d above thy height; | 


Or Zeal, more fierce than they, thy Fall conſpire, - 
Secure, whilſt thee the beſt of Poets ſings, 22 
preſerv'd from Ruin by the beſt af Kings. 

Under his proud Survey the City lyes, 

And like a Miſt beneath the Hill doth riſe; | 
Whoſe State and Wealth, the Buſineſs and the Crowd, 
Seems at this Diſtance but a darker Cloud: : 
And is to him who rightly things eſteems, 

No other in Effect than what it ſeems; | 
Where, with like haſte, though ſeyeral Ways, they run, 
Some to undo, and ſome to be undone; Thi? 
While Luxury and Wealth, like War and Peace, 

Are each the other's Ruin, and Encreaſe; | 

As Rivers loſt in Seas ſome ſecret Vein 

Thence re-conyeys, there to be loſt again. 

O Happineſs of ſweet retir'd Content! 

To be at once ſecure, and innocent. | | 
Windſor the next (where Mars with Venus dwells;. 
Beauty with Senft above the Valley ſwells 

Into my Eye, and doth it ſelf preſent | 
With ſuch an eaſie and unforc'd Aſcent, 

That no ſtupendous Precipice denies 

Acceſs, no Horror turns away our E yes: 
But ſuch a Riſe as doth at once invite ** * 
A Pleaſure and a Reyerence from the Sight, N 
Thy mighty Maſter's Emblem, in whoſe Face 


date Meekneſs, heighten'd with Majeſtick Grace: 
+: M. W. a * f N | E | Sy | . 1 | 
Such 
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Such ſeems thy gentle Height, made only proud 
To be the Baſis of that pompous Load, 
Than which, a nobler Weight no Mountain bears, 
But Atlas only that ſupports the Spheres. 
When Nature's Hand this Ground did thus adyance, 
"Twas guided by a wiſer Power than Chance; 
Mark'd out for ſuch a Uſe, as if *twere meant 
T'jnyite the Builder, and his Choice prevent. 
Nor can we call it Choice, when what we chuſe 
' Folly, or Blindneſs only could refuſe, | 
& Crown of ſuch Majeſtick Tow'rs doth grace 
The Gods great Mother, when her heavenly Race 
Do Homage to her; yet ſhe cannot boaſt, 
Amongſt that numerous, and Celeſtial Hoſt, 
More Heroes than can Windſor, nor doth Fame's 
Immortal Book record more noble Names. 
Not to look back ſo far, to whom this Iſle 
Owes the firſt: Glory of ſo brave a Pile; | 
Whether to Ceſar, Albanact, or Brute, 
The Britiſh Arthur, or the Daniſh Knute, 
Though this of old no leſs Conteſt did move, 
Than when for Homer's Birth ſeven Cities ſtrove) 
(Like him in Birth, thou ſhould'ſt be like in Fame, 
As thine his Fate, if mine had been his Flame) 
But whoſoe'er it was, Nature deſign'd 
Firſt a brave Place, and then as brave a Mind: 
Not to recount thoſe ſeveral Kings to whom 
It gave a Cradle, or to whom a Tomb; 
But wee, great Edward, and thy greater Son, 
(The Lilies which his Father wore, he won) 
And thy f Bellona, who the Conſort came 
Not only to thy Bed, but to thy Fame, 
She to thy Triumph led one + Captive King; 
And brought that Son, which did the ſecond bring. 
Then didſt thou found that Order, (whether Love 
Or Victory thy Royal Thoughts did move) 
1 ; 

3 

as ard the Third; and the Black Prince. 

„ Philippa. f The King of France aud Scotland; 
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ach was a Noble Cauſe, and nothing less .=' 
ban the Deſign, has been the great Succeſs: 1 
7 hich Foreign Kings and Emperors eſteem 

WT he Jockin Honour to their Diadem, | 
ad thy great Deſtiny but giv'n thee Skill 
ro know, as well as Power to act her Will, 
hat from thofe Kings, who then thy Captiyes were, © 
n after-times ſhonld pring a Royal Pair, 
WV ho ſhould' poſſeſs all that thy mighty Power, 
k Dr thy Deſires more mighty, did devour; 
ro whom their better Fate referves whate'er 
£ he Victor hopes for, or the Vanquiſh'd fear; 
bat Blood, which thou and thy great Grandſire ſhed,. 
and all that fince theſe Siſter Nations bled; 
: ad been unſpilt, had happy Edward known. 
WT hat all the Blood he ſpilt had been his own. 
WW hen he that Patron choſe, in whom are joyn'd' 
4 Soldier and Martyr, and his Arms confin'd 
WV ithin the azure Circle, he did feem 

ut to foretell, and propheſie of him, | 
bo to his Realms that Azure Round hath join'd, 
WV hich Nature for their Bound at firſt deſign'd. 
hat Bound; which to the World's extreameſt Ends, 
WE ndleſs it ſelf, it's liquid Arms extends; FL 
Nor doth he need. thoſe Emblems which we paint, 
Nut is himſelf the Soldier and the Saint. 
ere ſhould my Wonder dwell, and here my Praiſe, 
Put my fixt Thoughts my wand'ring Eye betrays, 
WW iewing a Neigh wg Hill, whoſe top of late 
WW Chappel crown'd, *till in the common Fate 
hi adjoyning Abby fell: (may ſo much Storm 
all on our Times, where Ruin muſt reform.) 
Tell me (my Muſe) what monſtrous dire Offence, 
bat Crime could any Chriſtian King incenſe 
Lo ſuch a Rage? Was't Luxury, or Luſt? 
Vas he ſo temperate, ſo. chaſt, ſo juſt? [more + 
Vere theſe their Crimes? they were his own much. 
Put Wealth is Crime enough to him that's poor, 

Vho II the Treaſures of his Crown, 
andemns their Luxury to feed his own. 


And 
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And yet this Act, to yarniſh oer the Shame 

Of Sacrilege, muſt bear Devotion's Name, 

No Crime ſo bold, but would be underſtood 

A real, or at leaſt a ſeeming Good. 

Who fears not to do ill, yet fears the Name, 

And free from Conſcience is a Slave to Fame. 

Thus he the Church at once protects, and ſpoils : 

But Princes Swords are ſharper than their Styles. 

And thus to fs paſt he makes. amends, 
Their Charity deftroys, their Faith defends. 

Then did Religion in a lazy Cell, i 

In empty, airy Contemplations dwell ; 

And like the Block, unmoyed lay: but ours, 

As much too active, like the Stork deyours. 

Is there no temperate Region can be known, 

Betwixt their Frigid, and our Torrid Zone? 

Could we not wake from that Lethargick Dream, 

But to be reſtleſs in a worſe Extrem: 

And for that Lethargy was there no Cure, 

But to be caſt into a Calenture? , 

Can Knowledge have no Bound, but muſt advance 

So far, to make us wiſh for Ignorance ? 

And rather in the dark to grope our Way, 

Than led by a falſe Guide to err by. day: E 

Who ſees theſe diſmal Heaps,. but would demand 

What barbarous Invader ſack'd the Land? | 

But when he hears, no Goth, no Turk did bring 

This Defolation, but a. Chriſtian King; | 

When nothing, but the Name of Zeal appears, 

Twixt our bet Actions, and the. worſt of theirs, 

W hat does he think our Sacrilege would ſpare, 

When ſuch th' Effects of our Deyotions are? | 

Parting from thence, 'twixt Anger, Shame and Fear, 

Thoſe for what's paſt, and this for what's too near: 

My Eye deſcending from the Hill, ſurveys _ 

Where Thames amongſt the wanton Vallies ſtrays, 

Thames, the moſt loy'd of all the. Ocean's Sons 

By his old Sire, to his Embraces runs, 

Haſting to pay bis Tribute to the Sea, 

Like mortal Life to meet Eternity. 
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hough with thoſe Streams he no reſemblance hold, 
Whofe Foam is Amber, and their Gravel Gold; | 
is Genuine, and leſs guilty Wealth t'explore, 
: Search not his Bottom, but ſurvey his Shore; 
/ Deer which he kindly ſpreads his ſpacious Wing, 
ad hatches Plenty for th“ enſuing Spring: 
Nor then deſtroys it with too fond a ſtay, 
like Mothers which their Infants overlay: 
Nor with a ſudden: and impetuous Wave, 
Like profuſe Kings, reſumes the Wealth he gave: 
No unexpected Inundations ſpoil. — 
rne Mower's hopes, nor mock the Plowman's toyl: 
ut God-like his unwearied Bounty flows; } 5 
First loves to do, then loves the Good he does: 
Nor are his Bleſſings to his Banks confin'd, 
Nit free, and common, as the Sea or Wind; 
WV hen he to boaſt or to diſperſe his Stores, 
Hull of the Tributes of his grateful Shores, 
iſits the World, and in his flying Towers 

rings home to us, and makes both Indies ours; 
inds Wealth where tis, beſtows it where it wants, 
ities in Deſarts, Woods in Cities plants, 
Bo that to us no Thing, no Place is ſtrange; 

7 hile his fair Boſom is the World's — 
D could 1 flow like thee, and make thy Stream 
My Great Example, as it is my Theam ! 

Though deep, yet clear, though gentle, yet not dull, 
Strong without Rage, without o'er-flowing full; 
taven her Eridanus no more ſhall boaſt 15 
Whoſe Fame in thine, like leſſer Currents loſt, 
y Nobler Streams ſhall viſit Jove's abodes, 
o o ſhine amongſt the Stars, and bathe the Gods. 
Here Nature, Whether more intent to pleaſe 
Ws, or herſelf, with ſtrange Varieties, 
For things of Wonder give no leſs Delight 
To the Wile Makers, than Beholders ſight, - 
Though theſe Delights from ſeveral Cauſes move, 
or ſo our Children, thus our Friends we love) 


* The Foreſt, 


7 
* boy / Ez © 0 * * 2 = S 


ar, 
rt 5 


— 


Wiſely 


The Fir TH PART of 

Wiſely ſhe knew the Harmony of things, 
As well as that of Sounds; from Diſcords ſprings; 
Such was the Diſcord, which did firſt diſperſe 
Form, Order, Beauty, through the Uniyerſe 
While Drineſs Moiſture, Coldneſs Heat reſiſts, 
All that we have, and that we are ſubſiſts. 
While the ſteep horrid roughneſs of the Wood 
Strives with the gentle calmneſs of the Flood. 
Such huge Extreams when Nature doth Unite, 
Wonder from thence reſults, from thence Delight, 
The Stream is ſo, tranſparent, pure, and clear, 
That had the ſelf-enamour'd * Youth gaz'd here, 
So fatally deceiy'd he had not been, | i 
While he the Bottom, not his Face, had ſeen. V 
But his proud Head the Airy Mountain hides 
Among the Clouds; his Shoulders, and his Sides 
A ſhady Mantle cloaths; his curled Brows 
Frown on the gentle Stream, which calmly flows, 
While Winds and Storms his lofty Forehead beat: 
The common Fate of all that's High or Great. 
Low at his Foot a ſpacious Plain is plac'd, 
Between the Mountain and the Stream embrac'd : 
Which Shade and Shelter from the Hill derives, 
While the kind River Wealth and Beauty gives; 
And in the mixture of all theſe appears 
| Variety, which all the reſt endears. ; 

This Scene, had ſome bold Greek, or Britiſh Bard 
Beheld of old, what Stories had we heard, 
Of Fairies, Satyrs, and the Nymphs their Dames, 
Their Feaſts, their Revels, and their amorous Flames! 
'Tis ſtill the-fame, although their Airy Shape 
All but a quick Poetick ſight eſcape. 
There Faunus and Sylvanus keep their Courts, 
And thither all the horned Hoſt reſorts, 
To graze the ranker Mead, that noble Herd 
On whoſe ſublime and ſhady Fronts is rear'd. 
Nature's great Maſter-piece; to ſhew how ſoon. 
Great things are made, but ſooner are undone: 
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ere have 1 ſeen the King, when great Affairs 
aazve leave to flacken, and unbend his Cares, 
ended to the Chaſe by all the Flower 
or Youth, whoſe Hopes a nobler Prey devour: 
leaſure with Praiſe, and Danger, ny would buy, 
ind wiſh a Foe that would not only flie. 
he Stag now conſcious of his fatal Growth, 

WA: once indulgent to his Fear and Sloth, 

Fro ſome dark Covert his Retreat had made, 
Where nor Man's Eye, nor Heaven's ſhould invade 
His ſoft Repoſe; when th' unexpected found _ 
of Dogs, and Men, his wakeful Ear doth wound; 
Nouz'd with the Noiſe, he ſcarce believes his Ear, 
Willing to think th' Illuſions of his fear 

ad gven this falſe Alarm, but ſtraight his View 
confirms, that more than all he fears is true: 
WBetray'd in all his Strengths, the Wood beſet, 
All Inſtruments, all Arts of Ruin met 

Nie calls to mind his Strength, and then his Speed, 
His winged Heels, and then his armed Head; 

WW ith theſe t'avoid, with that his Fate to meet: 
Put Fear prevails, and bids him truit his Feet. 

o faſt he flies, that his reviewing Eye 


. 
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Flas loſt the Chaſers, and his Ear the Cry: 

WE-xulting, 'till he finds their Nobler Senſe 

heir „ Speed does recompenſe. 

WThen curſes his conſpiring Feet, whoſe Scent 

WBctrays that ſafety, which their Swiftneſs lent. 

WT hen tries his Friends, among the baſer Herd, 

WW here he ſo lately was obev'd, and fear'd, 

His ſafety ſeeks: the Herd, unkindly wiſe, 

or chaſes him from thence, or from him flies. 
Like a declining States-man, left forlorn 

To his Friends Pity, and Purſuers Scorn 

With ſhame remembers, while himſelf was one 

Of the ſame Herd, himſelf the ſame had done. 
hence to-the Coverts, and the conſcious Groves, 

The Scenes of his paſt Triumphs, and his Loves; 

Sadly ſurveying where he rang'd alone 

Prince of the Soil, and all the Herd his own; 


And 
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And like a bold Fache Errant did proclaim 
Combat to all, and bore away the Dame; 
And taught the Woods to Eccho to the Stream 
His dreadful Challenge, and his claſhing Beam: 
"Yet. faintly now declines the fatal Strife; 
So. much his Love was dearer than his Life. 
Now every Leaf, and every moving Breath 
Preſents a Foe, and every Foe a Death. 
Wearied, forſaken, and purſu'd, at laft 

All Safety in deſpair of Safety plac'd, 

Courage he thence reſumes, reſoly'd to bear 
All their Aſſaults, ſince 'tis in vain to fear. 
And now too late he wiſhes, for the Fight, 
That Strength he waſted in ignoble Flight; 

But when he ſees the eager Chaſe renew'd, 
Himſelf by Dogs, rev +. by Men purſu'd , 
He ſtraight revokes his bold reſolye, and more 
Repents his Courage, than his. Fear before; 
Finds that uncertain ways unſafeſt are, 

And Doubt a greater Miſchief than Deſpair. 4 
Then to the Stream, when neither Friends nor Force, 
Nor Speed, nor Art avail, he ſhapes his, Courſe; 
Thinks not their Rage ſo deſperate t'eſſay 

An Element more mercileſs than they, 

But fearleſs they purſue, nor can the Flood 
Quench their dire Thirſt ; alas, 2 thirſt for Blood. 
So towards a Ship the oar-fin'd Gallies ply, 

Which wanting Sea to ride, or Wind to flie, 
Stands but to fall reveng'd on thoſe that dare 
Tempt the laſt Fury of extream Deſpair. 

So fares the Stag among th' enraged Hounds, ; 
Repels their Force, and Wounds returns for Wounds, he. 
And as a Hero, whom his baſer Foes 
In Troops ſurround, now theſe aſſails, now thoſe, Y 
Though prodigal of Life; diſdains to die 

By common Panda, but if he can deſcry 
Some nobler Foe approach, to him he calls, 
And begs his Fate, and then contented falls. 
So when the King a Mortal Shaft lets flie 
From his unerring Hand, then glad to die, 
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oud of the Wound, to it reſigns his Blood, 

nd ſtains the Cryſtal with a Purple Flood. 

his a more innocent and happy Chaſe, 

han when of old, but in the ſelf-ſame Place, 

fair Liberty purſu'd, and meant a Prey 

o lawleſs Power, here turn'd, and ſtood at Bay. 
hen in that Remedy all Hope was plac'd, 

hich was, or ſhould have been at leaſt, the laſt. 

ere was that F Charter ſeal'd, wherein the Crown 

= Marks of Arbitrary Power lays down: 

rant and Slave, thoſe Names of hate and fear, 

- he happier Style of King and Subject bear: 

W:ppy, when both to the ſame Center move, 

hen Kings give Liberty, and Subjects Love. 

Wherefore not long in Force: this Charter ſtood; 

Vanting that Seal, it muſt be ſeal'd in Blood, 

he subjects arm'd, the more their Princes gave, 

advantage only took the more to crave. 

Will Kings by iving, give themſelves away, 

ad even that | — that ſhould deny, betray, - 

= Who gives coaſtrain'd, but his own fear reviles, 

Not ns but ſcorn'd; nor are they Gifts but 
Spoils. ; 

us Kings, by graſping more than they could hold, 

Writ made their Sobjets by Oppreſſion bold : 

d popular Sway, by forcing Kings to give 

Wore than was fit for Subjects to receive, - 

n to the ſame Extreams ; and one Exceſs " 
Wade both, by ſtriving to be greater, leſs. 

ben a calm River rais'd with ſudden Rains, 

W Snows diſſoly'd, o'erflows th* adjoyning Plains, 

e Husbandmen with high-rais'd Banks ſecure 

eir greedy Hopes, and this he can endure, 

t it with Bays and Damms they ftrive to force 

is Channel to a new or narrow Courſe, 

o longer then within his Banks he dwells, 

rſt to a Torrent, then a Deluge ſwells; 


ds, 


Runny-AMead, where the Great Charter was firſt ſealed, 
Magna Charta. | 
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Stronger and fiereer by Reſtraint he roars, : 
And knows no Bound, but makes his Power his Shores 


— -. 
CHARITY; a Paraphraſe on the Thirteeni 
Chapter of the Firſs Epiſile to the Cori 

thians. r 4 


Din ſweeter Sounds adorn my flowing Tongue, 
i Than ever Men pronounc'd, or Angels ſung: 
Had I all Knowledge Humane and Divine, 
That Thought can reach, or Science can define; 
And had I Pow'r to give that Knowledge Birth, 
In all the Speeches of the babling Earth: 
Did Shadrack's Zeal my glowing Breaſt inſpire, 
To weary Tortures and rejoice in Fire: 
Or had I Faith like that which 1/rael ſaw; 
When Moſes gave them Miracles and. Law: 
Yer, Gracious Charity, indulgeit Guefſt, 
Were not thy Pow'r exerted in my Breaſt, 
Thoſe Speeches would ſend up unheeded Pray'r: 
That ſcorn of Life wou'd be but wild Deſpair : 
A Tymbal's ſound were better than my Voice, 
My Faith were Form, my Eloquence meer Noiſe. 
Charity, Decent, Modeſt, Eaſie, Kind, 
| Softens the High, and rears the Abje& Mindy 
Knows with juſt Reins and gentle Hand to guide, 
Betwixt vile Shame and arbitrary Pride, 
Not ſoon provok'd, ſhe eaſily forgives, 
And much ſhe ſuffers, as ſhe much believes, 
Soft Peace ſhe brings where-ever ſhe arrives, 
She builds our Quiet, as ſhe forms our Lives, 
Lays the rough Paths of peeviſn Nature ev'n, 
And opens in each Heart a little Heav'n. 
Each other Gift which God on Man beſtows, 
Its proper Bounds and due Reſtriction knows; 
To one fixt purpoſe dedicates its Pow'r, 
And finiſhing its A&, exiſts no more. 
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hus, in Obedience to what Heav'n decrees, 
W cowledge ſhall fail, and Prophecy ſhall ceaſe 
. laſting Charity's more ample ſway, * 
Wor bound by Time, nor ſubje& to Decay, 
happy Triumph ſhall for ever live, % 
d endleſs Good diffuſe, and endleſs Praiſe receive. 
Ws As thro' the Artiſt's intervening Glaſs, , 
WD ur Eye obſerves the diſtant Planets paſs, 
mie we diſcover, but allow 
WT hat more remains unſeen than Art can ſhow ; 
Wo whilft our Mind its Knowledge wou'd improve, 
Wits feeble. Eye intent on things above) 
igh as we may we lift our Reaſon up, 
Wy Faith directed, and confirm'd by Hope. 
et are we able only to ſurvey 
WDawnings of Beams and Promiſes of Day; 
WHeaven's fuller Efluence mocks our dazl'd Sight, 
oo great its Swiftneſs, and too ſtrong its Light. 
W But ſoon the Mediate Clouds ſhall be diſpell'd, 
The Sun ſhall ſoon be Face to Face beheld, 
ich all his Robes, with all his Glory on, 
ſeated Sublime on his Meridian Throne. 
W Then conſtant Faith and holy Hope ſhall die, 
ye loſt in. Certainty, and one in Joy: — 
hilſt thou, more happy Pow'r, fair Charity, 
riumphant Siſter, greateſt of the Three, 
4 by Office and thy Nature ſtill the ſame, 
Waiting thy Lamp, and unconſum'd thy Flame, 
Whalt ſtill ſurvive — 
halt ſtand before the Hoſt of Heav'n confeſt, 

or ever bleſſing, and for ever bleſt. 
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25 Henry Higden, Ei On bis Tranſatu 
of the Tenth Satyr of Juvenal. f 


IHE Grecian Wits, who. Satyr firſt began, 
Were pleaſant Paſquins on the Life o n; 
At mighty Villains, who the State oppreſt, 8 
They durſt not Rail, perhaps they lal”d at leaſt, > 
And turn!d'them out of Office with a Jeſt. 
No Fool could peep abroad, but ready ſtand 
The Drolls to clap a Bauble in his Hand. 
Wiſe Legiſlators never yet could draw 
| A Fop within the, Reach of Common Law; 
wi - For Poſture, Dreſs, Grimace and AﬀeRation, - 
| Tho! - Foes to Senſe, are harmleſs to the Nation, 
Our laſt Redreſs is dint of Verſe to try; 
And Satyr is our Court of Chancery, - | 
This way took Horace to reform an Age 
Not bad enough to need an Author's Rage: 
But * yours, who liv'd in more degenerate Times, 
Vas fore'd to faſten deep, and worry Crimes. 
Yet you, my Friend, haye temper'd him ſo well, 
You make him ſmile in ſpigbt of all his Zeal: 
An Art peculiar to your ſelf alone, 
To join the Virtues of two Styles in one. 

Oh! were your Author's Principle receiv*d, 
Half of the lab'ring World would be reliey'd: 
For not to wiſh is not to be deceiy*d: 

Revenge wou'd into Charity be chang'd, 

Becauſe it coſts too dear to be reveng'd : 

It coſts our Quiet and Content of Mind, 
And when 'tis compaſs'd leaves a Sting behind. 
9 I had the better End o' th' Staff, 

Why ſhould I help th' ill- natur'd World to laugh! 
Tis all alike to them who get the Day; 

They love the Spight and Miſchief of che Fray. 


Juvenal. . > 


o 


= (= V « 


No; 


 MuscELLANY PonrMs. f 


o; I have cur'd my ſelf of that Diſeaſa; 
or will I be provok'd, but When I pleaſe: 
zut let me half that Gure to you reſtore; 
ou gave the Salue, L laid it to the Sore, | 
W Our kind Relief againſt a Rainy Day 
Weyond a Tavern, or a tedious Play, 3 
ee take your Book, and laugh our Spleen away. 
Fall your Tribe (too ſtudious of Debate) 
I ould ceaſe falſe Hopes and Titles to create, 
cd by the Rare Fxample you begun, 
lients would fail, and Lawyers be undone. 


Adriani Morientis ad Animam. 
A Nimla, vagula, blandula, | 

| Hoſpes, Comeſque Corporis, 

Yue nunc abibis in 4 


lala, rigida, nudula : 
ec ut ſoles dabis joca. 


By Monſieur Fontenelle. 


petite Ame, ma Mignonne, 

Tu t'en vas donc, ma Fille, & Dieu ſcache où tu vas; 
= rs ſeulette, nue e tremblotante, helas ! 

e deviendra ton humeur folichoune ? 

We deviendront tant de jolis ebats? 


TRANSLATED. 


O OR little, pretty, flutt'ring thing, 


Muſt we no longer live l | 
nd doſt thou prune thy doubtful Wing, 


To take thy Flight thou know'ſt not whither 
' WI. #4 i f . Thy 


0; 
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Thy hum'rous Vein, thy pleaſing Folly, 
Lyes interrupted and —_ | a 
And penſive, wav'ring, melancholr 
Thou dread'ſt and hop'ſt thou know'ſt not what. 


-\ 
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To a Child of Quality of Five Yer 
old, the Author ſuppos'd Forty. 
By the ſame Hand. | 
Ords, Knights, and Squires, the num'rous Band 
That wear the Fair Miſs Mary's Fetters, 


Were ſummon'd by her high Command, 
To ſhow their Paſſion by their Letters, 


My Pen 2 the reſt I took, 
Leſt thofe bright Eyes that cannot read, 
Shou'd dart their kindling Fires, and look 
The Pow'r they have to be obey'd. 


Nor Quality, nor Reputation, 
Forbid me yet my Flame to tell, 

Dear Five Years old befriends my Paſſion, 
And I may Write till ſhe can Spell. 


For while ſhe 'makes her Silk-worms Beds, 
With all the tender things I ſwear, 

Whilſt all the Houſe m Paſſion reads, 
In Papers round her Baby's Hair : 


She may receive and own my Flame. 
For tho' the ſtricteſt Prudes ſhou'd know it, 
She'll paſs for a moſt yirtuous Dame, 
And I for an unhappy Poet. 


Then too, alas, when me ſhall teer 
The Lines ſome younger Rival ſends, 


de 
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Sbe'll give me leave to write, I fear, 
And we ſhall ſtill continue Friends. 


For as our diff rent Ages move, 
is ſo ordain'd, wou'd Fate but mend it, 
That I ſhall be paſt making Love, 
When ſhe begins to comprehend it. 


| # i : | 2 
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The Lapy's LoOKkING-Glass: 
In Imitation of a Greek ID ILL IVM. 
By the ſame Hand. 


Elia and I the other Day 


8 Walk'd o'er the Sand-hills to the Sea: 
he ſetting Sun adorn'd the Coaſt, 


His Beams entire, his Fierceneſs loſt; 


5 And on the Surface of the Deep, 
; The Winds lay only not aſleep : 


The Proſpect and the Nymph were gay, 
With ſilent Joy I heard her ſay, 0 
That we ſhould walk there ev'ry Day. 
hut oh! the Change! the Wind grew high, 
Impending Tempeſts charge the Sky; 
rhe Light'ning flies, the Thunder roars, 
And big Waves laſh the frighten'd Shoars. 
Struck with the Horror of the Sight, 
be turns her Head and wings her Flight, 
And trembling, yows ſhe ne er again 
Will preſs the Shoar, or ſee the Main. 
Look back at leaſt once more, ſaid I, 
Thy ſelf in that great Glaſs deſcryz 
When thou art in good Humour dreſt, 
When gentle Reaſon rules thy Breaſt, 
The Sun upon the calmeſt Sea T 
Appears not half ſo bright as Thee: 

Vol, V. | ER : 'Tis 


"Tis then that with Delight I rove 610 

Upon the boundleſs depth of Love; 

I bleſs my Chain, I hand my Oar, 

Nor think on all I left on Shoar. 

But when yain Doubts and groundlefſs Fear 

Do that dear fooliſh bv, oa 11 0 

When the big Lip and wat'ry Eye 

Tell me the riſing Storm is nigh W114 

"Tis then thou art yon angry Main, 

Deform'd by Winds, and daſh'd by Rain; 

And the poor Sailor that muſt try 

Tis Fury, labours ly d 5. Era 1 
Shipwreck'd, in yain to Land I make, 

White Love and Fate ſtill drive me back; 

Forc'd to doat on thee thy own way, 

I chide thee firſt and then obey, | 

Wretched when from thee, vex'd when nigh, 


J with thee or without thes die. | 
YT" * ** 7 5 KN * 1 / 
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Toa Bo * playing with bis CAT. 
By the fame Hand. n 


wy 1 Ire 2 A 
a8 nis Garin at » 1 
Obtain'd of Venus his Deſire, A 

(Howe'er irregular bis Fire.) 

Nature the Pow'r of Laye obey'd, 

The Cat became a bluſhing Maid, 

And potent of his Vows and Joys, 
He thank'd the Gods and blef#d his Choice. 
Ah! beauteous' Boy, take care left thou 

Renew the fondnefs.of his Vw. 
Take care to think the Queen of Loye | 
Will e'er thy Fay'rite's Charms improve; 
| Show'dſt thou prefer ſo raſh a Pray'r, 
The Queen of Love wou'd never hear. 


An! 
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Ah! rather from her Altars run, 
Leſt thou be rt and ſhe undone, 
The Queen of Love willgguickly ſee 
Her own A_ live in ee; 
And Glances thrown. upon a 
Which well might 2 Goddeſs bleſt, 
Will lightly her firſt Love deplore, 

Will eaſily forgive the Boar, 
And on her Tabby Rival's Face, 
Enrag'd, will mark her new Diſgrace. 


By the. ſame Hand. 


ho yain you tell your parting. Lover, 

You wiſh fair Winds may waft him over! 

Alas, what Winds can happy prove, | 

That bear me far from what I love: 

Alas, what Dangers on the Main | 
Can equal thoſe that I ſuſtain, 

From {lighted Vows and cold Diſdain? 


Be gentle, and in Pity chuſe 
To wilh the wildeſt Tempeſts looſe, 
That thrown again upon the Coaſt, _ © 
Where firſt my Shipwreck'd Heart was loſt, N 
I may once more repeat my Pain, 2 
Once more in dying Notes complain 8 


Ot ſlighted Vows and cold Diſdain. 
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Their Stars were more in Fault t 
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_ Monſieur De la Fontaine? HANS 


CARVEL Imitated. 


H A NS Carvel, Impotent and Old, 
Married a Laſs of London Mould ; 
Handſome enough, extreamly gay, 
Lov'd Muſick, Company 211 Play; 
High Flights ſne had, and Wit at Will, 
And ſo her Tongue lay ſeldom ſtill; 
For in all Viſits who but She, 
To Argue or to Repartee? 
She made it plain that Human Paſſion 
Was order'd by Predeſtination; 
That if weak Women went r 
an they; 
Whole Tragedies ſhe had by! Heart, 


Enter'd into Roxana's part; 


To ſpill a hated Rival's Blood, 

The Action certainly was good; 

How like a Vine young Ammon curl'd! 

Oh that dear Conqueror of the World! 

She pity'd Betterton in Age, 

That ridicul'd the Godlike Rage. | 
'She, firſt of all the Town, was told 


Where newelt India things were ſold; 


So in a Morning without Bodice, 

Slipt ſometimes out to Mrs. Thody's, 

To cheapen Tea, to buy a Screen, 

What elſe, in God's Name, cou'd {he mean ? 
For to preveut the leaſt Reproach, 

Betty went with her in the Coach. 

But when no very great Affair 
Excited her peculiar Care, 
She without fail was wak'd at Ten, 
Drank Chocolate, then ſlept again; 
At Twelve ſhe roſe, with =P ado 
Her Cloaths were huddl'd on by Two 
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Then, Does my Lady Dine at home? 
Yes ſure but is the Colonel come? 
Next, how to ſpend the Afternoon, 
And not come Home again too ſoon; 
The Change, the ny or the Play, 
As each was proper for the Day; 

A Turn, in Summer, to Hyde-Park, 
When it grew tolerably dark. 

Wives Pleaſure cauſes Husbands Pain, 
Strange Fancies come in Hans's Brain; 
He thought of what he did not name, 
And wou'd reform, but durſt not blame; 
At firſt he therefore Preach'd his Wife 
The Comforts of a pious Life : | 
Told her how Tranſient Beauty was, 
That all muſt die, and Fleſh was Graſs : 
He bought her Sermons, Pſalms and Graces, 
And doubled down the Uſeful Places, 

But ſtill the Weight of Worldly Cares 
Allow'd her little time for Pray'rs, 

And Cleopatra was read o'er, | 
Whilſt Scot, and Wake, and Twenty more, 
That teach one to deny ones ſelf, 

Lay unmoleſted on the. Shelf: 

An untouch'd Bible grac'd her Toilet, 

No fear that Thumb of hers ſhould ſpoil it. 
In ſhort, the Trade was ſtill the ſame, 

The Dame went out, the Colonel came. 

What's to be done? poor Carvel cry'd, 
Another Batt'ry muſt be try'd: 

What if to Spells I had recourſe ? 

'Tis but to hinder ſomething worſe. - 
The End muſt juſtifie the Means, 

He only Sins who Ill intends : 

Since therefore 'tis to Combat Evil, 
'Tis lawful to employ the Devil. 

Forthwith the Devil did appear, 

(For Name him and he's always near) 
Not in the Shape in which he plies 

At Miſſes Elbow when ſhe lies, 

F 3 
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Or ſtands before the Nurs'ry Doors 
To take the naughty Boy that rears, 
But without 'Sawcer. Eye or Claw, 
Like a grave Bavriſter at Law. 
Hans Carvel, lay afide your Grief, 
The Devil ſays, 1 bring Relief: 
Relief, ſays Hans, pray let me crave 
Your Name Sir, — Satan, Sir, your Slave; 
I did not look upon your Feet, 
You'll pardon mez—— Ay, now 1 ſee't: 
And pray, Sir, when came you from Hell, 
Our Friends there, did you leave them well ? 
All well; but pr'ythee honeſt Hans, 
Says Satan, leave your Co 1 
The Truth is this, I cannot tay 
Flaring in Sunſhine all the Day, 
For entre Noxs, we helliſh Sprites 
Love more the Freſco of the Nights, 
And oftner our Receipts convey 
In Dreams, than any other way, 
I tell you therefore as a Friend, 
Ere Morning dawns, your Fears ſhall end; 
Go then this Ev'ning, Maſter Carvel, 
Lay down your Fowls, and breach your Barrel; 
Let Friends and Wine diſſolve your Care, 
Whilſt I the great Receipt prepare; 
| To-night I'll bring it, by my Faith, 
Believe, for once, what Satan faith, 
Away went Nans, glad not a little, 
Obey'd the Devil to a Title; 
Invited Friends ſome half a Dozen, 
The Colonel, and my Lady's Couſin, 
The Meat was ſerv'd, the Bowls were crown'd; 
Catches were ſung, and Healths went round: 
- Modiſh Ratafia for the Cloſe, a 7˙ 
"Till Hans had fairly got his Doſe: 
The Colonel Toaſted te the beſt, 
The Dame mov'd off to bt undreſt : 
The Chimes went Twelve, the Gueſts withdrew, 
But when or how, Hans hardly knew. 


Some 
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some Modern Anecdotes aver, 


ne nodded in his Elbow Chair : 
rrom thence was carried off to Bed; 


John held his Heels, and Nan his Head. 


; My Lady was diſturb'd ; new Sorrow, 
VV hich Hans muſt anſwer for to-morrow. 


In Bed then view the happy Pair, 


: And think how Hymen Triumph'd there, 


Hans faſt afleep as ſoon as laid; 
The Duty of the Night unpaid : 


Erne waking Dame, with Thoughts oppreſt, 


That made her hate both him and R 
zy ſuch a Husband, ſuch a Wife! 
'Twas Acme's and Septimius' Life, 

he Lady ſigh'd, the Lover ſnor' d; 


WT he punctual Devil kept/his Word, 


WAppear'd to honeſt Haus again, 
Gut not at all by Madam ſeen) 


nd giving him.a Magick Ring, 


Wit for the Finger of a King: 


A 


ear Hans, ſaid he, this Jewel take, 


o 
. 


ad wear it long for Satan's ſake; 


'Twill do your Buſineſs to a Hair; 
For long as you this Ring ſhall wear, 


As ſure as I look over Lnroln, L 


hat ne'er ſhall happen which you think on, 
Hans took the Ring with Joy extream, 
All this was only in a Dream) 
nd thruſting it beyond his Joint, 
Tis done, he cry'd, Pye gain'd my Point. 
That Point, faid ſhe, you ugly Beadt > 
Lou neither give me Joy nor Reſts 
Tis done, — what's done, you drunken Bear? 
Lou'ye thruſt your Finger Gd knows where, 


t. 
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The Dz$srariking SHEPHERD, 
4 PASTORAL. 
By the ſame Hand, | 


Lexis ſhunn'd- his Fellow Swains, 
1 Their rural Sports, and ſprightly Strains, 
(Heav'n guard us all from Cupid's Bow!) 
He loft his Crook, he left his Flocks, 
And wand'ring through the lonely Rocks, 
He nouriſh'd endleſs Woe. 


The Nymphs and Shepherds round him came, 
His Grief ſome pity, others blame; 
The fatal Cauſe all kindly ſeek; 
He mingled his Concern with theirs, 
He gave em back their friendly Tears, 
He ſigh'd but wou'd not ſpeak, 


a 


Clorinda came among the reſt, 
She too a kind Concern expreſt, 

And ask'd the Reaſon of his Woe, 
She ask'd, but with an Air and Mein 
That made it eaſily foreſeen, | 

She fear'd too much to know, 


The Shepherd rais'd his mournful-Head, 
And will you pardon me, he ſaid, - ' 
Whilft I the cruel Truth reveal? . 
Which nothing from my Breaſt ſhou'd tear, 
Which never Thou'd offend your Ear, 
But that you bid me tell, ; 


Tis thus I rove, tis thus complain, 
Since you appear'd upon the Plain, 
You are the Cauſe of all my. Care; 
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Your Eyes ten thouſand Dangers dart, | 


ren thouſand Torments vex my Heart, 


1 loye, and I deſpair. 


Too much, Alexis, I have heard, | 
Tis what I thought, tis what I fear'd, W 
But yet I pardon you, ſhe cry'd x 


Provided you will ne'er again 


Declare your Vows, or ſpeak your Pain: {xt 
He bow'd, obey'd, and dy'd. | 


* 
al uct 


— —„ 


— 


CELIA 70 DAM O x. 


Atque in Amore mala hac proprio, ſummique ſecundo 


heniuntur — Lucret. Lib,4. | 


By the ſame Hand, 


Hat can I ſay, what Arguments can prove | 
My Truth, what Colours can deſcribe my Loye? 

If its Exceſs and Fury be not known 3 

In what thy Celia has already done ? 

Thy Infant Flames, whilſt yet they were conceal'd 

In tim'rous Doubts, with- Pity I beheld ; 

With eaſie Smiles diſpell'd the ſilent Fear, 

That durſt not tell me what I dy'd to hear + 

In vain I ftroye to check my growing Flame, 


or ſhelter Paſſion under Friendſhip's Name; 


You ſaw my Heart, how it my Tongue bely'd, | 

And when you preſs'd, how faintly I deny d 

Ere Guardian Thought cou'd bring its ſcatter'd Aid, ' 

Ere Reaſon cou'd ſupport the doubting Maid, 

My Soul ſurpriz'd, and from its ſelf disjoin'd, 

Left all Reſerve, and all the Sex behind, 

From your Command her Motions ſhe receiy'd, 

And not for me, but you, ſhe breath'd and liy'd. 
But ever bleſt be Cytherea's Shrine, 

And Fires Eternal on her Altars ſhine ; 


F 5 . Since - 
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Since thy dear Breaſt has felt an equal Wound, 
Since in thy Kindaeſs any Deſires are crown'd. 
By thy each Look, and Thought, and Care, tis ſhown 
Thy Joys are center'd All in me alone; 
And ſure I am thou wou'dſt not change this Hour 
For all the White ones Fate has in its Pow X 
Let thus beloy'd, thus loving to Excelf, . 
Yet thus receiving and returning Bliſs, 
In this Great Minute, in this Gelden Now, 
When ev'ry Trace of what, or When, or how 
Shou'd from my Soul by raging Love be torn, 
| And far on ſwelling Seas of Rapture born; 
A melancholly Tear afflicts my Eye, 
And my Heart lab ours with a ſudden, Sighz - 
Invading Fears repel my Coward Joy, 
And Uls foreſeen the preſent Bliſs 3 
Poor as it is, this Beauty was the Cauſe, 
That with firſt Sighs your panting Boſom roſe; 
But with no Owner Beauty long will ſtay, 
Upon the Wings of Time born ſwift away : 
Paſs but ſome fleeting Years, and theſe poor Eyes 
(Where now without a boaft ſome Beauty lyes,) Vp 
No longer ſhall their little Luſtre keep, =_ 0 
And only be of ufe to read, or weep. = 
And on this Forehead, where your Verſe has ſaid 
The Loves delighted, and the Graces play d, 
Pre e will trace his cruel May, C 
And wit — Furrows mark his ſad extent of Sway. 
Mov'd by my Charms, with them your Love may ceaſe, | 
And as the Fuel ſinks the Flame decreaſe. 
( 
[ 


8 


ts 4 6 2 . 
be > © 


1 Bt 


* 
% 1 


Or angry Heav'n may quicker Darts prepare, 
And Sickneſs ſtrike what Time a while wou'd ſpare. 
. Then will my Swain his glowing Vows renew ? 
Then will his throbbing Heart to mine beat true? 
When my own Face deters me from my Glaſs, | 
And Kneller only ſhows what Celia was? | 
Fantaſtick Fame may ſound her wild Alarms, | 
And Cuſtom call you forth to diſtant Arms. | 
You may neglect, or quench, 8 hate the Hlame, | 


Whoſe Smoke too long obſcur'd your riſing Name: 


An 


1 
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ud quickly cold Iadiff rence will enſue, 
W When you Love's Jeys thro' Honour's Optic View; 
W Then Celia's loudeſt Pray'r will prove too weak, 
ro this abandon'd Breaft to bring you back. 

When my loſt Lover the tall Ship aſcends, 

Wich Muſick gay, and wet with jolly Friends; 

W The tender Atcents of a Woman's 

= Will paſs unheard, will unregarded die, 145 

WW hile the rough Seaman's louder Shouts prevail, 

WW hen fair Occaſion ſhows the ſpringing Gale, 
And Iat'reſt guides the Helm, and Honour fills ( 

; the Sai | » 
some wretched Lines from this neglected Hand, 

WH May find you landed on the Foreign Strand, 
WFill'd with new Fires, and pleas'd with new Com- ( 


EV bile ſhe who wrote em, of all Joy bereft, 
ro the rude Cenſure of the World is left; 
ler mangled Fame in barb'rous Paſtime loſt, | 
be Coxcomb's Novel, and the Drunkard's Toaſt. 
But nearer Care, O pardon it ! ſupplies 
Pighs to my Breaſt, and Sorrow to my Eyes. 
Love, Love himſelf, the only Friend I have, 
Way ſcorn his Triumph, having bound his Slave 
WThat Tyrant God, that reſtleſs Conqueror, 
May quit his Pleaſure, to aſſert his Pow'r 
Forſake the Proyinces that bleſs his Sway, 
o vanquiſh thoſe which will not yet obey, 
inother Nymph with fatal Pow'r may riſe, 3 
o damp the ſinking Beams of Celia's Eyes; —- 
Vith haughty Pride may hear her Charms confeſt, 
ind ſcorn the ardeat Vows that I have bleſt: 
ou ev'ry Night may ſigh for her in vain, > 40A 
ind riſe each Morning to ſome freſh. Diſdain; 
/hile Celia's ſofteſt Look may ceafe to charm, © 
ind her Embraces want the Pow'e to warm . 
/bile theſe fond Arms, thus (circling you, may prove 
ore heayy Chains than thoſe of leſs Love. 
L Juſt Gods! all other things their Like produce: 
he Vine ariſes from its Mother's Juice; * 6, 8 
\nd When 
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When feeble Plants, or tender Flow'rs decay, 


That Product only which our Pa 


The FIT TH PART of. 


They to their Seed their Images convey: 
Where the old Myrtle her good Influence ſheds 
Sprigs of like Leaf erect their Filial Heads; 
And when the Parent Roſe decays, and dies, 
With a reſembling Face the Daughter Buds ariſe. 
Bons bear, 
Eludes the Planter's miſerable Care: 
While blooming Love aſſures us Golden Fruit, 
Some inborn Poiſon taints the ſecret Root; 
Soon fall the Flow'rs of Joy, and ſoon the Seeds of 
Hatred ſhoot. ; | 
Say, Shepherd, ſay, are theſe Reflections true! 
Muſt Celia be undone for loving you? 
Will you be only, and for ever mine? | 
Shall neither Time nor Age our Souls disjoin ? 
From this dear Boſom ſhall I ne'er be torn ? . 
Or you grow Cold, Reſpectful and Forſworn ? 
And can you not for her you love do more, 


Than any Youth for any Nymph before? 


8 8 
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To a Dung GENTLEMAN ia Lov, 


41 T A L. E. 


RO M publick Noiſe and factious Strife, 
From all the buſie Ills of Life, 
Take me, my Chloe, to thy Breaſt, 
And lull my wearied Soul to Reſt. 
For ever in this humble Cell, | 
Let Thee and I, my Fair One, dwell; 
None enter elſe, but Love — and He 
Shall bar the Door, and keep the Key. 
-\ To 2 Roofs and ſhining Spires, 
Uneaſie Seats of high Deſires) | 
Let the unthinking Many croud, 
That dare be Coyetous and Proud; | . 


I | 
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In Golden Bondage let them wait, 
And barter * * for State: 
But Oh! my Chloe, when thy Swain 


| E Deſires to ſee a Court again, 


May Heav'n around this deſtin'd Head 

The choiceſt of its Curſes ſhed : 

To ſum up all the Rage of Fate 

In the Two Things I dread and hate, 

May'ſt thou be Falſe, and I be Great. 
Thus, on his Chloe's panting Breaſt, 

Fond Celadon his Soul expreſt ; 

While with Delight the lovely Maid 

Receiy'd the Vows lhe thus repaid: 
Hope of my Age, Joy of my Youth, 

Bleſt Miracle of Love and Truth! 

All that cou'd e'er be counted mine, 

My Love and Life, long ſince are thine ; 

A real Joy I never knew, 

Till 1 deliey'd thy Paſſion true 

A real Grief I ne'er can find, 

Till thou prov'ſt Perjur'd or Unkind. 

Contempt, and Poverty, and Care, 

All we abhor, and all we fear, 

Bleſt with thy Preſence, I can bear; 

Can ſuffer Racks, and run thro' Flame, 

Still contented, ſtill the ſame; 

Then trace me ſome unheard-of way, 

Thy conſtant Ardour to repay, 

For 1 my Senſe of it wou'd ſhow - 

In more than Woman e'er cou'd do. 

Had I a Wiſh that did not bear 

The Stamp and Image of my Dear, 

I'd pierce my Heart thro ey'ry Vein, 

And die to let it out again, 

No : Venus ſhall my Witneſs be, 

(If venus ever'loy'd like me) 

That for one Hour I wou'd not quit 

My Shepherd's Arms, and this Retreat, 

To be the Perſian Monarch's Bride, 

Part'ner of all his Pow's and Pride; 
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Or rule in Regal State above, 


Mother of Gods, and Wiſe of Jove. | 
Happy theſe of Human Race : . 
But oh! how ſoon our Pleaſures paſs! 
He thank'd her on his bended Knee, 
Then drank a Quart of Milk and Tea; 
And leaving her ador d Embrace, 
Haſten'd to Court to beg a Place. 
While ſhe, his Abſence to bemoan, 
As ſoon as ever he was gone, © 
Call'd Thyrſis from beneath the Bed, 
Where all this time he had been hid. 


AGOURA 1. 


Whilſt Men have theſe Ambitions Fancirs, 
And wanton Manches read Romances, 
Our Sex will be inur'd to lye, 
And theirs inſtructed to Reply. 
The Moral of the Tale 1 fong, 
| (4 Poſie for a Welding Ring) 

In this ſhort Verſe 12 be confin'd, | 
Love is a Jeſt, and Vows are Wind. 
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W Hen Jove lay bleſt in his Alemæna's Charms, 

-" Three Nights in one he preſt her in bis Arnis; 
The Sun lay ſet, and conſcious Nature ſtrove 

To ſhade her God, and to prolong his Love. 

From that auſpicious Night .Alrides came, 

What leſs could riſe from Jove, and ſuch a Dame? 

May this auſpicious Night with that compare, 


Nor leſs the Joys, nor leſs the riſing Heir, 
He ſtrong as Jove, ſhe like Altmana Fair, 


C LE. 
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By the Avnourable Mr. G06 G ANTILE: 


BE Lore has her Wiſh, ſhe weds a Peer, 
i Her weighty Train two Pages ſcatee can bear; 
„%, and both the Indies, muſt provide 
Tro grace her Pomp, and gratify her Pride; 
f rich Brocard, a ſhining Robe ſhe wears, 
and Gems ſurround her lovely Neck like Stars: 
In Coach and Six the Goddeſs flaunts abroad, 
ind Crowds of Liv'ry Beaus her Chariot load. 
Who ſces her thus, © happy as — — „ 
e cries — But ſhiſt the gawdy treacherous Scene; 
iew her at home, in her Domeſtick Light, 
or thither ſhe muſt come, at leaſt at Night: 
hat has ſhe there? A ſurly brutal took 
Who chides, and ſnaps her up, at ev'ry Word; 
A beaſtly Sot, who white ſhe holds bis Head, 
ith drunken Filth bedaubs the Nuptial Bed; 
dick to the Heart, ſhe breathes the nauſeous Fume 
Df odious Steams, that poiſon all the Room; 
/ eeping all Night the trembling Creature hes, 
nd counts the tedious Hours when ſhe may riſe , 
But moſt ſhe fears leſt waking ſhe ſhould find, 
o make amends, the Monſter wou'd be kind; 
WT boſe matchleſs Beauties, worthy of a God, 
luſt bear, tho* much averſe, the loathſome Load. 
WV bat then will de the Chance that next enfues ? 
Wome vile Diſeaſe, freſh reeking from the Stews : 
The ſecret Venom, circling in Veins, 
orks thro* her Skin, and burſts in bloating Stains ; 
er Eyes grow dim, and her infected Breath, 
Wainting her Gums, diſcolours all her Teeth, 
er Cheeks their Freſhneſs loſe, and wonted Grace, 

Ind an unuſual Paleneſs ſpreads her Face, | 
Df ſharp No@urnal Anguiſh ſhe complains, 
{nd guiltleſs of the Cauſe, relates her Pains, 


” 22% 
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The conſcious Husband, whom like Symptoms ſeize 

Charges on her the Guilt of their Diſeaſe; - 

Affe king Fury, acts a Madman's Part, 

* He'll rip the fatal Secret from her Heart; 

Bids her confeſs, calls her ten thouſand Whores: 

In vain ſhe kneels, ſhe weeps, proteſts, implores; 

Scarce with her Life ſhe ſcapes, expos'd to Shame, 

In Body tortur'd, murder'd in her Fame, 

Rots with a vile Adultereſs's Name; 

Abandon'd to the World, without Defence, 

And happy only in her Innocence. * 
Such is the Vengeance, that the Gods provide 

For thoſe who barter Liberty for Pride, 

Who impiouſly invoke the Pow'rs above, 

To witneſs to falſe Vows, of mutual Love. 

Thouſands of poor Cleora's may be found, 

Such Husbands and ſuch wretched Wives abound, 

Ye Guardian Pow'rs, the Arbiters of Bliſe, 

Preſerve Clarinda from a Fate like this; 

You form'd her Fair, not any Grace deny'd, 

But gave, alas! a Spark too much of Pride; 

Reform that Failing, and protect her ſtill, 

Ah! ſave her from the Curſe of chuſing ill. 

Deem it not Envy, or a jealous Care, | 

That forms theſe Wiſhes, or provokes this Pray'r; 

Tho? more. than Death, I fear to ſee thoſe Charms 

Allotted to ſome happier Mortal's Arms ; 

Tormenting Thought! yet con'd 1 bear that Pain, 

Or any Ill, but hearing her complain: 

Intent on her, my Love forgets its own, | 

Nor frames one Wiſh, but for her ſake alone. 

Whom-e*er the Gods have deſtin'd to prefer, 

They cannot make me wretched, bleſſing her. 


d 


; 
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+ Ar OL O V for an unſeaſonable 
| Surpriſe 


By the ſame Hand. 


— — — — 
— — — —_ — — — —ꝛů—— ͤ2— 


: N Aireſt Zelinda, ceaſe to chide or grieve/, 

WAL Nor bluſh at Joys, that only you can give. 

: ho with bold Eyes ſurvey'd thoſe N Charms, 

s puniſh'd, ſeeing in another's Arms: 4 

Vith greedy Looks, he views each naked Part, 

oy feeds his Eyes, but Envy tears his Heart. 

o caught was Mars, and Mercury aloud | 
Proclaim'd his Grief, that he was not the God: 

o to be caught was ev'ry God's Deſire, | | 

Nor leſs than Venus can Zelinda Fire, | 1 

Forgive him then, thou more than Heav'nly Fair, 

Pardon the Crime, reveng'd by the Deſpair. 

A! that we know, that wretched Mortals feel 

n thoſe ſad Regions, where the Tortur'd dwell, 

that they ſee the Raptures of the Bleſt, 

And view the Joys, that they muſt never taſte, 


* 
U 


4 

; 
17 
to 
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T M Y R A. 
By the ſame Hand. | | 


| IX lonely Shades, diſtracted with Deſpair, 
Shunning Mankind, and torn with ki ling Care, 
My Eyes o'er-flowing, and my frantick Mind | 
Rack'd - wild Thoughts, ſwelling with Sighs the 
ind; | 
Thro? Paths untrodden, Day and Night I rove, 
Mourning the Fate of my ſucceſsleſs Love. 
Who moſt deſire to live, untimely fall; | 
But when we beg to die, Death flies our Call: 


Adonis 
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Adonis dies, and torn is the lov'd Breaſt 
In midſt of Joy, where Venus wont to reſt; 
That Fate, Woch cruel ſeem'd to him, wou'd be 
Pity, Relief, and Happineſs to me. 
As melted Gold — 2 its Weight the ſame, 
So burns my Love, nor waſtes within the Flame. 
When will my Sorrows end? In vain, in vain 
I call to Heav'n, and tell the Gods my Pain; 
The Gods. ayerfe, like Myra, to my Pray'r, 
Conſent to doom whom ſhe denies to ſpare. 
Why do I Teck for foreign Aids, when 1 
Bear ready by my Side the Power to die ? 
Be keeh my Sword, and ſerve thy Maſter well, 
Heal Wounds with Wounds, and Love with Death repel, 
Strait up I roſe, and to my aking Breaſt, 
My Boſom bare, the pointed Blade I coop 
When lo! aſtomſh'd! * an unafual Light 
Pierc'd the thick Shade, and all aroun mou bright, 
My dxzzl'd Eyes a radiant Form behold, 
Splendid with Light, like Beams of burning Gold, 
Eternal Rays his ſhining Temples grace, 
Eternal Youth fat blooming on lis Face: 
_ Trembling I fiſten, proſtrate on the Ground, E 
His Breath perfumes the Groye, and Mufick's in the 
Ceaſe Lover, ceaſe, thy tender Heart to vex Sound. 
In truitleſs Plaints, of an ungrateful Sex; 
In Fate's Eternal Volumes it is writ, 
That Women ever fall be Foes to Wit; 
With 25 Arts their ſickly Minds command, 
e 


And pleaſe em wich the ings they underſtand : 
With noiſie Fopperies their Hearts aflail, 
Renounce all Senſe; how ſhould thy revail, 
When I, the God of Wi, ſo oft con'd fall!? 


Remember me, and in my Story find, | 
How vainly Merit pleads to Womankind, 
I, by whom all things ſhine, who tune the Spheres, 


Who guide the Day, and gid the Night with Stars, 
Whoſe Youth and Beauty — all Ages paſt, 
Sprang with the World, und with the World fall laſt; 


* Apollo. 
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w oft with fruitleſs Tears have I implor'd 
2 Nymphe, and tho“ a God, ador d: 


Wen cou'd my Wit, my — or my Youth 


ſecure its Truth 


s 


oye-one hard Heart, or moy ire 
1 2 a proud Nymph with painful Steps I chace, 
The Winds out-flymg in our nimble Race; 
Stay Daphne, ſtay, . in Yain, in vain I try 
To ſtop her Speed, redoubling at my Cry; 
O'er craggy Rocks, and rugged Hills ſhe climbs, 
And tears on pointed Flints her tender Limbs; 
But caught at length, juſt as my Arms 1 fold, 
Turn'd to a Tree, the yet eſcapes my hold. 
In my next Love a diff 'rent Fate 1 find, 
Ah! which is worſe, the Falſe, or the Unkind? 
Forgetting Daphne, 1 Coronis choſe, e 
A kinder Nymph —— too kind for my Repoſe: 
The Joys 1 give, but more inflame her Breaſt 
She keeps a private Drudge to quench the feſt ; 
* How, and with whom, the very Birds proclaim 
er black Pollution, and reveal my Shame. 
Hard lot of Beauty, fatally beſtow'd, 
Or _ to = * 7 to the 43 
By diff 'ri ays they bring us equal Pain, 
le Falſe Berra ö us, — 2 diſdain. 
Scorn'd and abus d, from Mortal Loves 1 fly, 
0 ſeek more Truth in my own Native Sky : 
nus the faireſt of Immortal Loves, 
Bright as my Beams, and gentle as her Doves, 
With glowing Eyes confeſſing warm Deſires, 
pie ſummons Heav'n and Earth to quench her Fires; 
Me ſhe excludes, and I in vain adore, 
ho neither God nor Man refus'd before 
Vulcan, the very Monſter of the Skies, 
Pulcan ſhe takes, the God of Wit denies, | 
Then ceaſe to murmur at thy Acyra's Pride; 
/himſie, not Reaſon, is the Female Guide; : 
The Fate of which theit Maſter does complain, 
$ of bad Omen to th' inſpired Train, : 


| What 
* Diſcover'd by 4 Crow. 


- 
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What Vows were loſt ! Hark how Catullus mournz, 

How Ovid weeps, and lighted Gallus burns; 

In melting Strains ſee gentle Waller bleed, 

Unmoy'd ſhe hears, what none unmov'd can read; 

And thou who oft with ſuch ambitious Choice, 

Haſt rais'd to Myra thy aſpiring Voice; 

What Profit thy negle& Zeal repays, 

Ah! what Return ungrateful to thy Praiſe ? 
Change, changethy Style, with mortal Rage return 

Unjuſt Diſdain, and Pride oppoſe to Scorn; 

Search all the Secrets of the Fair and Young, 

And then proclaim ; ſoon ſhall they bribe thy Tong; 

The ſharp Lampooner with Succeſs affails, 

Sure to be civil to the Man that rails; 

Women, like Cowards, tame to the ſevere, 

Are only fierce when they diſcover Fear. 

Thus ſpoke the God, and upward mounts in Air, 

In juſt Reſentment of his paſt Deſpair, 
Proyok'd to Vengeance, to my Aid I call 
The Furies round, and dip my Pens in Gall; 
Not one ſhall ſcape of all the Coz'ning Sex, 

Vex'd ſhall they be, who ſo delight to vex. 

In vain I try, in vain to Vengeance moye 
My gentle Mufe, ſo us'd to tender Love; 

Such Magick rules my Heart, what-e'er I write 
Turns all to ſoft Complaint, and am'rous Flight. 
Begone, fond Thoughts, begone; Be bold, ſaid 1, 
Satyr's thy Theam in vain again I try: 

So charming Myra to my Senſe appears, 

My Soul adores, my Rage diſſolves in Tears, 

So the gall'd Lion, ſmarting with his Wound, 
Threatens his Foes, and makes the Foreſt ſound; 
With his ſtrong Teeth he bites the bloody Dart, 
And tears his Side with more provoking Smart, 
Till having ſpent his Voice in fruitleſs Cries, 

He lays him down, breaks his proud Heart, and dies 


Une 


„ 


dies, 


4 — 
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Written by Mr. DAYDE n. 


I, 


AIR, ſweet and young, receive a Prize 
Reſery'd for your Victorious Eyes : 

om Crowds, whom at your Feet you ſee, 
pity, and diſtinguiſh me; | 


1 from thouſand Beauties more 
Wiſtinguiſh you, and only you adore, 
I . 


our Face for Conqueſt was deſign'd, 


Tour ev'ry Motion charms my Mind; 
Wngels, when you your Silence break, 


orget their Hymns, to hear you ſpeak ; 

ut when at once they hear and view, 

e loath to mount, and long to ſtay with you, 
5 

o Graces can your Form improve, 


ut all are loſt unleſs you love; 


Thile that ſweet Paſſion you diſdain, 


Jour Veil and Beauty are in vain, 


Pity then prevent my Fate, 
or after dying all Reprieves too late. 


AS ON G. 
By the ſame Hand. 


Igh State and Honours to others im part, 
But give me your Heart: 

hat Treaſure, that Treaſure alone 

I beg for my-own. n.. | 

d gentle a Love ſo fervent a Fire 

My Soul does inſpire. 

hat Treaſure, that Treaſure alone 

| beg for my own. 


Your 
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Your Love let me crave, 25 
Give me in meg 1 | 
So matchleſs a Bleſſing, | 
That Empire is all 1 wou'd have. 
| Love's my Petition, 
All my, Ambition; : 
_ If e*er you difcoyer 0 
=— -, So faithful a Lover, R 
i So real a Flame, © 
T'll die, I'll die, | 
So give up my Game. But 


nn 


The Priſoner in the To WER ro 
LADY M. C. 4 
vw HILST Evrope is alarm'd with Wars, 


And Rome foments the Chriſtian Jars; 

Whilſt guilty Britain fears her Fate, 
And wou'd repent her Crime toa late, | 
Here ſafe in my confin'd Retreat, | | 


I ſee the Waves about me beat, 
And envy none that dare be great. 


"If A quiet Conſcience, and a Friend, 
Help me my happy Hours to ſpend; 
Let Celia to my Cell reſort, - 
She turns my Prifon to a Court; 
Inſtead of Guards by Day and Night, | 


Let Celia ſtill be in my 1 * _ 
And then they need not fear my Flight, 


Cou'd Senſe of Servile Fear prevail, 
Or cou'd my Native Honour ail, 
Her Sight wou'd all my Doubts control, 
And give her back my peaceful Soul: 
Such charming Truths her Words contain: 
Or if her Angel Voice refrain, 
Her Eyes can never plead in yain, 


MSc ET AMY Pore. wp 


Vein TnOMAs Sf. SRR RHE; On the 
Printing his PLAY, call 4 TARUGo's 


Wilks > 


By my. Lord BUYCKEYRST, 


Arugo gave us Wonder and Delight, | 
When he oblig'd the World by Candle- light ? 
But now he's ventur'd on the Face of Day, 
' oblige and ſerve his Friends a nobler Way; 
ake all our old Men Wits, State&-men. the young, 
nd teach ev'n Engliſh Men the Engliſh. Tongue. 
Janes, on whaſe Reign all peaceful: Stars did las, 
Did but attempt th'-uniting of our Iſle. 
What Kings, and Nature, only could defign, 
hall be accompliſnt by this Work of thine. 

Wor who is ſuch a Cackney. in his, Heart, 
roud of the Plenty. of the Southern Part, 
Jo ſcorn that Union by which he. May 
Woaſt 'twas his Country-man that writ this Play? 

Phoebus himſelf, indulgent to thy Muſe, 
as to thy Country fent this kind Excuſe : 
air Northern Laſs, it is. not 2 Neglect 
Court thee at a diftance, but R. pect. 
cannot act, my Paſſion is ſo great, | 
ut I'll make up in Light what wants in Heat. 
n thee I will beſtow wy longeſt. Days, 
d Crown thy Sens with eyerlaſting Bays. 
y Beams that reach thee. ſhall employ their Pow'rs 
Jo ripen. Souls of Men, not Fruits or Flow'rs, 
et warmer. Climes my fading Favours boaft, 
ets and Stars ſhine brighteſſ in thy Froſt, 
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EPILOGUE ro TART Vr. 
By the ſame Hand. 

| M N have been the vain Attempts of Wit 
Againſt the ſtill- prevailing Hypocrite; 

Once, and but once, a Poet got the Day, 

And vanquiſh'd Buſie in a Puppit-Play; 

But Buſie rallying, arm'd with Zeal, and Rage, 

Poſſeſt the Pulpit, and pull'd down, the Stage. 

To laugh at Engliſh Knaves is dang'rous then, 

While Engliſh Fools will think them honeſt Men: 

But ſure no zealous Brother can deny us 

Free leave with this our Monſieur Ananias. 

A Man may ſay, without being call'd an Atheiſt, 

There are ſuch Rogues among the French and Pajiſh 

That fix Salvation to ſhort Band and Hair, 

That belche and ſnuffle to prolong a Pray'r; 

That uſe (enjoy the Creature) to expreſs 

Plain Whoring, Gluttony, and Drunkenneſs 

And, in a decent 5 perform them too 

As well, nay better far, perhaps, than you: 

Whoſe fleſhly Failings are but Fornication, 

We Godly phraſe it, Goſpel-Propagation, 

Juſt as Rebellion was call'd Reformation. 

Zeal ſtands but Cent'ry at the Gate of Sin, 

Whilſt all that have the Word paſs freely in. 

Silent, and in the dark, for fear of Spies, 

We march, and take Damnation by ſurprize. 

There's not a roaring Blade in all this Town 

Can go ſo far tow'rds Hell for half a Crown, 

As I for. Six-pence, for I know the way; 

For want of Guides Men are too apt to ſtray : 

Therefore give Ear to what I ſhall adviſe, 

Let ev'ry marry'd Man, that's Grave and Wile, 

Take a Tartuff, of known Ability, | 


To teach and to encreaſe his Family, 
Who ſhall* ſo ſettle laſting Reformation, 


Firſt get his Son, then give him Education, b il 
1 Pls 
Vo 


EP 1LOGUE upon the Reviving of BEN. 
Jon nsoN's Play, call d, Every Man in 
his Humour. | 


By the ſame Hand. 


Wy Nereaty ſhall not ſerve, nor Violence, 

| | To make me ſpeak in ſuch a Play's defence, 

\ Play, where Wit and Humour do agree 

To break all practis'd Laws of Comedy. | 

he Scene (what more abſurd) in England lyes, 

No Gods deſcend, nor dancing Devils riſe; 

o Captive Prince from unknown Country brought, 

o Battel, nay there's ſcarce a Duel fought; | 

nd ſomething yet more ſharply might be ſaid ; 

zut I conſider the poor Author's dead 

et that be his Excuſe — Now for our own, 

WY by, — Faith, in my Opinion, we need none. 
The Parts were fitted well; but ſome will fay, 

Pox on 'em Rogues, what made em chuſe this Play? 
do not doubt but you will credit me, 

t was not Choice, but meer Neceſlity; _ 

o all our writing Friends, in Town, we ſent, 

ut not a Wit durſt venture out in Lent; 

lave patience but 'till Eaſter Term, and then 

ou ſhall have Jigg, and Hobby-horſe agen. 

ere's Mr. Matthew, our Domeſtick Wit, 

does promiſe one of the ten Plays h'as writ; 0 

ut ſince great Bribes weigh nothing with the Juſt, 

now, we have Merits, and to them we truſt: 

hen any Faſts, or -Holy-days, defer 

he publick Labours of the Theatre, 

Ve ride not forth, although the Day be fair, 

jn ambling Tit to take the Suburb Air, | 

ut with our Authors meet, and ſpend that time 

o make up Quarrels between Senſe and Rhyme, 

edaneſdays and Fridays conſtantly we fate, 

ill, after many a long and free Debate, 

Vo I. V. - For 


* 
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For divers weighty Reaſons twas thought fit, 
Unruly Senſe ſhows ſtill to Rhyme ſubmit. 
This the moſt wholſome Law we ever made, 
$o &riQly in this Epilogue obey'd, | 
Sure no Man here will. ever dare to break. 

5 6 Enter Johnſon's Ghoſt, 

Hold, and give way, for I my ſelf will ſpeak; 
Can you encourage fo much Infolence, 
And add new Faults till to the great Offence 
Your Anceſtors fo raſhly did commit | 
Againſt the mighty Pow'rs of Art and Wit? 
When they condemn'd thoſe noble Works of mine, 
Sejanus, and my beſt lov'd Catiline : 

Repent, or on your guilty Heads ſhall fall - 
The Curſe of many a rhyming Paſtoral : 
The three bold Beauchamps ſhall revive again, 
And with the London-Prentice Conquer Spain. 
All the dull Follies of the former Age 
Shall find Applaufe on this corrupted Stage. 
But if you pay the great Arrears of Praiſe, 
So long ſince due to my much-jnjur'd Plays, 
From all paſt Crimes I firft will ſer you free, 
And then inſpire ſome one to Write like me. 


— \} 


* — 
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KNOTTING. 
| By the fame Hand. 


AT Noon, in à Sunſhiny Day, 

The brighter Lady of the May, 
Young Chloris innocent and gay, 
Sate Knotting in a Shade: 


Each ſlender Finger play'd its rt, 
With ſuch Aae — Art, 2 

As wou'd inflame a youthful Heart, 
And warm the molt decay'd. 
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Her Fay'rite Swain by chance came by, 
He ſaw no Anger in her ol ©” | 
Let when the baſhful Boy drew nigh, 

She wou'd have ſeem'd afraid. 


She let her Ivory Needle fall, 
And hurl'd away the twifted Balls 
But ſtraight gave Strephon ſuch a Call, 
As wou'd have rais' d the dead. 


Dear gente Youth, is't none but thee? 
With Innocence I dare be free; 
By ſo much Truth and Modeſty 

No Nymph was e'er betray'd. 


come lean thy Head upon my Lap; 
While thy ſmooth Cheeks I ſtroke and clap, 
Thou may'ſt ſecurely take a Nap, 


Which he, poor Fool, obey'd. 


She ſaw him yawn, and heard him ſnore, 
And found him faſt aſleep all o'er, 

She ſigh'd, and cou'd endure no more, 
'But ſtarting up ſhe ſaid, 


Such Virtue ſhall rewarded be : 

For this thy dufl Fidelity, 

I'll truſt thee with my Flocks, not me, 
Purſue thy grazing Trade; 


Go milk thy Goats, and ſhear thy Sheep, ; 

And watch all Night thy Floks to keep, 
Thou ſhalt no more be lull'd afleep 
By me miſtaken Maid. Oy” 
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A SONG to CHLORIS from the 
BLIND ARCHE R. 


By the ſame. Hand. 


| AZ Chloris, *tis time to diſarm your bright Eyes, 
And lay by thoſe terrible Glances; 

We live in an Age that's more civil and wile, 
Than to follow the Rules of Romances. . _. 

; II. 1 
When once your round Bubbies begin but to pout, 
They'll allow you no long time of Courting, 
And you'll find it a very hard Task to hold out, 
For all Maidens are mortal at Fourteen; 


\ me 
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Writzen ſome Time ſnce. 


With Phyllis and Chloris in every Song; 
By Fools, who, at once, can both love and deſpair, 
And will never leave calling them Cruel and Fair. 
W hich juſtly provokes me, in Rhyme, to expreſs 
The Truth that I know of bonny Black Beſs. 
1 I dag die | 
This Beſs of my Heart, this Beſs of my Soul, 
Has a Skin white as Milk, and Hair black as a Coal, 


Waſte, 


Her Belly is ſoft, not a Word of the reſt, 
But I know what 4 think ' 1 drink to the Beſt, 
| I To 3; 
The Plowman and "Squire, the erranter Clown, 
At home ſhe ſubdu'd in her Paragon Gown; 


n oor Town has been troubled too lon | 


She's plump, yet, with eaſe, you may ſpan herround 


But her round ſwelling Thighs. can ſcarce be embrac'd. 
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But now ſhe adorns the Boxes and Pit, 

And the proudeſt Town Gallants are forc'd to ſubmit; 
All Hearts'fall a Teaping wherever ſhe comes, 

And beat day and night, 3 Lord Craven's Drums. 


1 dare not permit her to come to Whitehall, 
WFor ſhe'd out Amine the Ladies, Paint, Jewels, and all; 
Ne Lord ſhould but whiſper his Love in the Croud, 
bed ſell him a Bargain, and laugh out aloud; 
WT hen the Queen over-hearing what Berry did ſay, 
7ould ſend Mr. Roper to oy her away. 
But to theſe that have had my dear Beſs in their Arms 
Pe's gentle, and knows how to ſoften her Charms; 
nd to every Beauty can add a new Grace, 7 
WHaving learn'd how to 1 to trip in her Pace; 
ad with Head'on one fide, and a languiſhing Eye, 
o kill Us by Looking, as if ſhe would die. 


* 
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ng | TJ Hyll;s, the Faireſt of Love's Foes, 
= Though fiercer than a Dragon, 
Phyllis, that ſcorn'd the powder'd Beaus, 
What has ſhe now to brag on ? 
zo long ſhe kept her Legs ſo cloſe, 
Till they had ſcarce a Rag on. 


zompell'd through Want, this wretched Maid 
Did ſad Complaints begin; 

hich ſurly Strephon hearing, ſaid, 
It was both Shame and Sin, 

o pity ſuch a lazy Jade, 

As will neither Play nor Spin. 


Cd, 
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\H Tyburn! coud'ſt thou Reafon and Diſpute, 
Coud'ſt thou but Judge as well as Execute; 
How often would'ſt thou c ange the. Felon's Doom, 
And truſs ſome tern Chief-Juſtice in bis room? 
Then ſhould thy ſturdy Poſts ſupport the. Laws, 


No Promiſe, Frown, nor popular Applauſe, 

Shou'd ſway the Bench to favour a bad Cauſe. 
or Scarlet Gown, ſwell'd with Poetick Fury, 
are a falſe Verdict from a trembling Jury. 

Juſtice, wich ſteady Hand and even Scales, 

Should ſtand upright, as if ſuſtain'd by Halit. 

Yet ſtill, in Matters doubtful to Jecide, | 

A little bearing tow'rds. the milder fide. 


— % =_ 


—_— 


EP 1.L0 &-U-E 
Written. by. a. Perſon of Honour. | 


UR Poet, ſomething doubtful of his Fate, 

Made choice of me to be his Advocate; 
Relying on ny Knowledge in the Laws: 
And I as boldly undertook the Cauſe. 
I left my Client yonder in a Rant 
Againſt the Envious and the Ignorant, 
Who are, he ſays, his only Enemies: 
But he contemns their Malice, and deftes. | 
The ſharpeſt of his Cenſurers to ſay | 
Where there is one groſs Fault in all his Play. 
The Language is ſo fitted to each Part, 
The Plot according to the'Rntes of Art: 
And twenty other things he bid me tell you: 
But I cry'd, E'en go do't your ſelf for Nelly. 
Reaſon with Judges, urg'd in the Defence 
Of thoſe they would condemn, is Inſolence, 


I there · 
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| therefore wave the Merits of his Play, 

ad think is ft to plead this ſafer way. > 

" when too many in the Purchaſe ſhare, 
Lobbing's not worth the Danger nor the Care; 


Wheriſh a little harmleſs Poetry, 

A Wit would elf: grow up to Knavery.. 

it is a Bird of Muſick, or of Prey; 

ounting, ſhe ſtrikes at all things in her Way; 
Nut if this Bird-lime once but touch her Wings, 
Dn the next Buſh, ſhe fits her down and Sings. 
have but one Word more: Tell me, I pray, 
hat you will get by damning of our Play? 

A. whi p'd Phanatick, who does not recant, 

s by 1 Brethren call'd a ſuf ring Saint: 
Nad by your Hands ſhou'd this poor Poet die, 
Wefore he does renounce his gray * 
lis Death muſt needs confirm the Party more, 
Urban all his Scribbling Life could do before. 
here ſo much Zeal does in a Sect appear, 
is to no purpoſe, *faith, to be ſevere. 

Wut t'other Day I heard this rhyming Fop 
bay Criticks were the Whips, and he the Top: 
or as a Top ſpins beſt the more you baſte her, 


o, ey'ry Laſh you give, he writes the faſter, 


ae BFA PH. 
ERE lyes little —— a Yard deep and more, 
That never lay ſilent or quiet before. 

er Head always working, her Tongue always '3 
prating, ur 4 

nd the Pulſe of her Heart continually beating, 

o the utmoſt Extreams of Loving and Hating. 

er Reaſon, and Humour were always at Strite ; 


ind yet ſhe perform'd all the Duties of Life: 
n excellent Friend, and a pretty good. Wife. 


G 4 S0 


The Men of Buſineſs muſt, in Policy. X £ 


— — __—__ — - — — 
— — — — 


— 
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So indulgent a Lover, that no Man cou'd ſay. 
Whether Patty or Minta did Rule or Obey; 4 
For the Government chang'd ſome ten times a-day, | 
At the Hour of her Birth, fome lucky Star gave her | 
Wit and Beauty enough to have laſted for ever; 
But Fortune, ſtill froward when Nature is kind, 
A narrow Eſtate maliciouſſy join'd, _ 
To a vaſt Genius, and a noble Mind. 

Her Body was built of that ſuperfine Clay, 
That is apt to grow brittle for want of Allay: 
And, when, without ſhew, it was apt to decay, 
It began by degrees te moulder away. 
Her Soul, then, too bufie on ſome Foreign _ 


Of its own pretty Dwelling took ſo little Care, 
That the 'Tenement fell for want of Repair, 
Far be from hence the Fool, or the Knave, 
But let all that pretend to be Witty or Brave, 
Whether generous Friend, or amorous Slave, 
Contribute ſome Tears to water her Graye. 


— —„— 
*. 


To PHYLLIS: A SONS. 
'F Hough, Phyllis, your prevailing Charms 


| Have forc'd me from my Celia's Arms, 
That kind Defence againſt all Pow'rs, 
But thoſe reſiſtleſs Eyes of yours 

Think not your Conqueſt to maintain 

By Rigour, and unjuſt Diſdain, | 

In vain, Fair Nymph, in vain you ſtrive, 
For Love does ſeldom Hope ſurvive, 

My Heart may languiſh for a time, 

| Whilſt all your Glories in their Prime, 

| Can juſtifie ſuch Cruelty, 
4 By the ſame Force that conquer'd me. 

ö When Age ſhall come, at whoſe Command 
| Thoſe Troops of Beauties muſt Disband; 
A Tyrant's Strength once took away, 
What Slaye ſo dull as to obey ? 


s 
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DoRSET-GARD E N. 


"TIS not in this as in the former Age, 21.4 
When Wit alone ſuffic'd t' adorn the Stage 

When things well ſaid an Audience could invite, 
Without the Hope of ſuch a gaudy Sight: Boom 
What with your Fathers took, would take with you. 
If Wit had ſtill the Charm of being New: 
Had not Enjoyment dull'd your Appetite, 
She in.her homely Dreſs would yet delight ;- 
Such ſtately. Theatres we need not raiſe; 
Dur Old Houſe would put off our dulleſt Plays. 
You, Gallants, know a freſh: Wench of Sixteen, 
May drive the Trade in honeſt Bombarine; 
And never want good Cuſtom, ſhould ſhe lye 
In a Back- room, two or three Stories high :. 
But ſuch a Beauty as has long been known, 

Though not decay d, but to Perfection grown, 
Muſt, if ſne think to thrive in this lewd Town, 
Wear Points, lac'd Petticoats, and a rich Gown ::* | 
Her Lodgings too muſt with her Dreſs agree, 

te hung with Damask, or with Tapeſtry; ; 

Have China, Cabinets, and a great Glaſs, =, 

o ſtrike Reſpect into an am'rous Aſs, © 
Without the help of Stratagems and Arts, * 
\n old Acquaintance cannot touch your Hearts. 
Methinks tis hard our Authors ihduſd ſubmit 
So tamely to their Predeceſſors Wit. 
nce, Lam ſure; among you there are fc̃xcr 
Would grant your Gran Achern had more than you. 
ut hold! I in this Buſineſs may proceed too faf, 
\nd raiſe a Storm againſt our Theatre 
And then what youll the wiſe Adventurers fay,. 


ho are in a much greater Fright to-day, 7 
Than ever Poet was about his Play? + + I: 
| et as Lan nt a p 


APR 0 L o U E, ſpoken at the Open- 
ing of the "Duke's New Play- Houſe, in 


G Our 
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Our n none can juſtly blame, . 
Money is dearer much ta us than Fame: 

This thought on, let our Poets juſtific 4 

The Reptitation of their Poetty z; | 

We are reſolv'd we will not have to do 

With what's between thoſe Gentlemen and you. 
Be kind, and let our Rouſe have but your Praiſe, 
You're welcome ev*'ry Day to dam their Plays. 


— — + — — — 
ee SG. * : _ 
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S he lay in the Plain, bis Gra water: his Arad, 
And his Flock feeding by, the fond Celadon (aid, 
If Love's a ſweet Paſhon, why does /it-tormetit?- 
It a bitter (faid he) whience are Lovers content ? 
* I ſuffer with Plena ſure, why ſhould 1 complain! 
ou ve at niy Fate, when 1 Know tis in yam ?. 
o pleafing the Pain is, fo. foft is the Dart, 

That at once id — — and ticktes my Heart: 
my ſell 1 ſigh often without knowing why; 
2 when abſent from. Phyllis, mechinits 1 could die: 

But oh! what à Pleaſure fil follows my Pain; 
When kind Fortune does thelp, me to fee her again. 


In 3 Eyes, the bright Stars that foretel what's to come, 


_ By ſtealth now and then 1 examine my Doom. 
I. pre her Hand gently, look hagufhing down, 

| And by paſſionate Silence 1 make —— known, 
But oh! how I'm bleft when fo © mp Love prove, 
By- ſome. willing Miſtake 10-diſtover her Love; 
When in \ſtrinang to hide; The reveals alt her Flume, 
And our ENA each other wir nakher dave name. 


1 —— p g EF ; 
4 ry 0 N | "oY 
Jun, "#5 will beiteve me, 1 
Tis not ſigzhing round the Flain 


Song 


Song nor Sonnet can relieve e; 


Urge but home the fair Occaſion, 
To a pow'rful kind Invaſion 
'Twere 2 Madneſs _ yield, 
I f * 

Tho' ſhe vows ſhe'll neer permit ye, 

Cries hea rude, and much to blame; 
And with Tears implores your Rity; 
Be not merciful for 2 
When the ſierce Aſſault is over; . 
Chloris time enough will ind 
This her cruel furious Lover, 
Much more gentle, not ſo kind. 


_ — 


I That Sixty-ſeven's a very damning 
ror Knaves abroad, and, for 1 Poets. here... 


nong the Muſes there's a general Rot, | 
he Rhyming Men ſicun, and the Spaniſp Plot; 
Defte,..or Court,..all's one, 


e Ghoſts of Poets walk within this Place, 
d haunt us Actors whereſqe'er we paſs, 
2 Vilions-bloodier than King Richard's was. 


for this poor Wretch, he has not much to ſay, 
But quietly brings in his Part o'th* Play, 
ind begs the Fayour to be dama'd to-day. 


e ſenqs me only like a Sb'riff's Man hete, 


To let you know the MalefaQor's near, - 
dd that he means to die, en Cnveher, . 


ons 
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Faint Attempts in Love are yain.. 2 


Allanes, by all good Signs it does ws wt 
damning Lear. 


go to Pot, . 


: 
| 
1 
! 
' 
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For if you ſhou'd be. gracious to his Pen, 
Th“ Example will prove ill to other Men, 
And you'll be troubled with em all agen, 


— 


—— 


Upon Four New Phyſicians Repairing 
to TUN BRIDGE WELLS. 


Written ſeveral Tears ſince. 


vor Maidens and Wivesand young Widows rejoice, 
Declare your Thankſgiving with Heart and with 
Since Waters were Waters, I boldly dare ſay, [ Voice; 
There ne'er was ſuch cauſe for a Thankſgiving Day; 
For from London Town 
Are lately come down 
Four able Phyſicians that never wore Gown ; 
Their Phyſick is pleaſant, their Doſe it is large, 


And you may be cur'd without Danger or Charge, Th 
| 1 N 
No Bolus, no Vomit, no Potion or Pill, — 


Which ſometimes do Cure, but oftner do Kill, 
Vour Taſte or your Stomach need ever diſpleaſe, 
If you'll be adviſed but by one of theſe; 
For they have a new Drug, 85 | 
Which is call'd the cloſe Hu [look ſmug, 
Which will mend your Complexion and make you 
A Sovereign Balfom, which once well apply'd, 
Though griey*d-at the Heart, the Patient ne'er dy'd. 
III. | 
In the Morning you need not be robb'd of your Rel, 
For in your warm Bed your Phyſick works beſt; 
And though in the Taking ſome Stirring's requir'd, 
The Motion's ſo pleaſant you need not be tir'd; 
On your Back you muſt lye, . 
And raife your ſelf high, | 
And one of theſe Doctors muſt always be by, 
Who till will be ready to cover you warm; 
Fox it you take cold all Phyſick does harm, 


— 
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Before they do venture to Ae their Direction, 

They always conſider the Patient's Complexion; 
If ſhe have a moiſt Palm or a red Head of Hair, 


If ſhe have a long Nofe,. . © 

Scarce any one knows 
How many large Handfulls muſt go to her Doſe; 
You Ladies that have ſuch ill Symptoms as theſe, 
In Reaſon * ſhould. pay double Fees. 


But that we may give theſe Doctors due Praiſe, 

Who to all ſorts of People their Fayour conyeys, 

To the Ugly for Pity's ſake-Skill ſhall be ſnewn, 

And as for the Handfom they're cur'd for their own. 
On your Silver or Gold. | 
They never lay hold, - | 

For what comes ſo freely they ſcorn ſhould be ſold: 

Then join with theſe Doctors, ard heartily pray, 
That their Power of Healing may never oy 


. 


** 
—_— —_ 


* 
* 


A Cruel MI STRESS. 1 
By r. Car E w, Eſqs | 


WI read of Kings, and Gods, that kindly took 
A Pitcher fill'd with Water from the Brook: 
But I have daily tendred without thanks 1 
Rivers of Tears that overflow their Banks. 

A ſlaughter'd Bull will appeaſe angry Jove; 

A Horſe the Sun; a Lamb the God of Love; 

But ſhe diſdains the ſpotleſs Sacrifice S 

Of a pure Heart, that at her Altar lies, 

Veſta is not diſpleas'd, if her chaſte Urn 

Do with repaired Fuel ever burn; 

But my Saint frowns, though to her honour'd Name 
| conſeerate a never- dying Flame, 


T. Af 
q 
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She requires more Phyſick than one Man can ſpare: f 
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Th' Aſſyrian King did none i' th* Furnace throw, 
But thoſe. that to his 1 did not. bow; 
With bended Knees I, daily worſhip her, 
Yet ſhe conſumes her own Idolater. GE 
Of ſuch. a Goddeſs no times leave record, | 
That burnt the Temple, where ſhe was ador'd. A 


Wh 
— — But 
- N | 0 
+ By the fame Baud. | + 

No Celia, (fince thou art ſo proud) 
| 'Twas I that gave thee thy Nen: But 
Thou had'ſt, in the forgotten Crowd i He“ 
Of Common Beauties liv'd unknown, inc 
Had not my Verſe. exhal'd thy Name, & 
And wich it impt the Wings of Fame. - 

That killing Power is none of thine, M 

I. gave it ta thy Voice and yes: < 
Thy Sweets, thy Graces, all are mine; wh 
Thou. art my Sear, ſnin'ſt in = Skies; mw 
Then dart not, from thy borrow'd Sphere, Th 
Lightning on him that fixt thee there. | * 


Tempt me with ſuch Affrights no more, 

Left what 1 made; I uncreate : | N 
Let Fook thy myſtick Forms adore, 

I'll know thee in thy mortal State. 
Wiſe Poets that w Truth in Tales, 


Knew her themſelves trough all her Veils. 8 
| | aj r Let' 
| — T 

7 : 42 , W 
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I che ſight. of my Phyllis, from every Part. 
A 4 oy does flow up to my Heart; 
Which quickens each Pulſe, and ſwells ey'ry Vein: 
But all my Delights __ mingled with Pain. 

. | 
$0 ſtrange a Diſtemper ſure Love cannot brings — 
To my Knowledge, Love was a much quieter Thing; 
50 gentle and tame, that he never was known, 
So much as to wake me, N I lay alone. 
| III. | 8 2 

But the Boy is much grown, and ſo alter d of late, 
He's become à more furious Paſhon than Hate; 
Since, by Phyllis, reſtor'd to the Empire of Hearts, 
He has new-ſtrang his Bow, and ſharpen'd his Darts 
And ſtrictly the Rights of his Crown to maintain, 
He breaks ey ry Heart, = turns cv'ry Drain. 
My Madneſs, alas! 1'too plainly diſcover, . 1 
For he is (at leaſt} as much Madman as Lover, | 
Who, for one cruel Beauty, is ready to quit ons | 
Atl the Nymphtis of che „And thofe of the Pie, 1 
The Joys of Ride Park, and the Mall's dear Delight; di | 
Tro live ſober all Day, and chaſte all the Night. 1 


— 1 


* 


_— — —_— —_— — , 


A SONG. | | 
os Calia, let's agree, at laſt, | 
To love, and live in Quiet: 
Let's tie the Knor fo vere faſt; * 
That Time ſhall ne'er untie it; 
Love's deareſt Joys they never prove, N 


Who free from Quafrels live; i 
'Tis ſure the tendet'ſt Part of Love 2K ] 
Each other to forgive. | | 


When, 
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When leaſt I ſeem'd,concern'd, I took 
2 No One, _— no Reſt; 
nd when I feign'd an y Look 
Alas! 1 loy'd you haſt, | 
Say but the ſame to me, you'll find 
How bleſs'4 will be our Fate. 
Ah! to be grateful, to be kind, 
Sure never is too late. 


—_ Eo 2 
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4 Receipt to mate an Oat-meal: Pudding. 


F Oats decorticated take two Pound, 
And of new Milk enough the ſame to drownd; 
Of Raiſins of the Sun, ſton'd, Ounces: eight; 
Of Currants, cleanly pick'd, an equal. Weight; 
Of Sewet, finely” ſlic'd, an Ounce, at leaſt, 
And ſix Eggs, newly taken from the Neſt : 
Seaſon this Mixture well, with Salt and Spice; 
Twill make a Ae far exceeding Rice; 
And you may ſafely feed on it like Farmers, 
For the Receipt is Learned Dr, Harmer's.. 


N * 8 * 4 N 
a. — * — 


' "A. Receipt to male a Sacł-Paſſet. 
Rom far Barbadoes, on the Weſtern Main, 


Nutmeg, the Glory 


1 4 


* » * — 


ngling.. 

HI IS Angle-rod made of a fturdy Oak, [ 
His Line a Cable which in Storms ne'er broke, 

His Hook he baited, with a Dragon's Tail, 

And-ſate upon a Rock and bobb'd for Whale. 


- $ON 6, 


' 
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F all the Torments, all the Cares, 
With which our Lives are curſt; 
of all the Plagues a Lover bears, 
cure Rivals are the worſt ! 
Partners, in each other kind, _ 
Afflictions eaſier grow; 
in Love alone we hate to find 
Companions of dur Woe. 


Sylvia, for all the Pangs you ſee, 
Are lab'ring in my Breaſt; 

I beg not you would fayour me, 
Would you but ſlight the reſt! 

How great ſoe*er your Rigours are, 

With them alone I'll cope; 

I can endure my own Deſpair, 

But not another's Hope. 


ts. 


— 


Trephon, at laſt th* unhappy Veil's remov'd; 


VWhom he preferr'd to all the World beſide, 
And for whoſe. ſake he had with Glory dy'd: 
Sylvia, in whom the Dotard thought to find 
Beauty and Wit, with Saint-like Virtue join'd, 
Does all the Treaſure of her Charms expoſe 

To Temple Wits and Covent-Garden Beaux ! 
Looks coy, and ſhuns Mankind in open Light, 
White her Back-door admits them all at Night. 


ER 


To STREPHON. 


Sylvia, that Sylvia whom your Damon loy'd, | 


— — — = 
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LICON ELO ur. 
8 Trephon and Damon's Flocks together fed, 


Two charming Swains as e' er Arcadia bred; 
Both fam'd for Wit, and fam'd for Beauty both; 


Both in the Luſtre of their bloomiag Your : 


No ſullen Cares their tender Thoughts remoye, 
No Paſſions diſcompoſe their Souls, but Love. 
Once, and but once alone, as Story goes, 

Between the Youths a fierce . aroſe; 

Not for the Merit of their tunetul Lays, 
(Tho' both deſerv'd, yet both deſpis'd that Praiſe ;) 
But for a Cauſe of greater Moment far,, | 
That merited a Lover's wtmolſt Cate. 

Each Swain the Prize of Beauty ſtrove to gain, 

For the bright Shepherdeſs that cats 'd his Pain. 
Tycon they chafe the Diff*rence to decide, 

Lycon, for Prudence and fage Counſel try'd ; 

Who Loye's myſterious Arts had ſtudy'd long, 

And taught, when Old, what he had pra@is'd Young. 
For the Diſpute alternate Verſe they chuſe, 
Alternate Verſe delights the Rural Mufe. 


Strep. To Flavin, Love, Thou juſtly ow'ft the Prize, 
She owns thy Pow'r, nor does thy Laws reprove. 
Dam, Tho“ Sylvia, for herſelf; Love's Pow'r defies, 
What Crowds of Vaſſals has ſhe made io Love? 
Strep, When Flavia comes attir'd for Rural Games, 
Each Curl, each Flow'r "ſhe wears, a Charm expreſs. 
Dam. Sylvia, without a foreign Aid, enflames; 
Charm'd with her Eyes, we never mind her Dreſs. 
| Strep, Have you ſeen Flavia with her Flaxen Hair! 
She ſeems an Image of the Queen of Love! 
Dam. Sylvia's dark Hair like Leda's Locks appear, 
And yet, like her, has Charms to conquer Jove. 
Strep. Flavia by Crowds. of Lovers is admir'd; 
Happy that Youth who fhall the Fair enjoy 
Dam. Sylvia negle&s her Lovers, lives retir'd; 


Happy, that. could her. lonely Thoughts ewploy X 
; 6 | | . treb. 


'eþ.. 


— 
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grep. Flavia, where- e et ſhe comes, the Swains ſubdues, 
And ev'ry Smile ſhe gives conveys a Dart, 


And yet what Shepherd can defend his Heatr ? 


Gazers, before they think of it, adore,  - 
bam. Sylvia's ſoft Charms, as ſoon as ſeen we like; 
But ſtill che more we think, we love the more. 
treb. Who is ſo ſtupid that has Flavia ſeen, 

As not to view the Nymph with vaſt Delight 2 
pam. Who has ſeen Sylvia, and ſo ſtupid been, 


tree, What Thoughts has Flauid, when with Care ſhe 
Her charming Graces in the Chryſtal Lakes? 

Dam. To ſee hers, Sylvia need no Mirrors uſe: 

she ſees them by the . that ſhe makes. 

rep, With what Aſſurance Flavia walks the Plains? 
She knows the Nymphs muſt alt their Lovers yield. 

Dam. Sylvia with Bruſhes wounds the gazing Swains, 
And while ſhe- ſtrives to fly, ſhe Wins the Field. 

trep. Flavia at firſt young Melibens lov'd; © 

For me ſhe did that charming Youth forfake. 

Dam. Sylvia's relentlefs Heart was never mov'd; 

Gods! that I might the firſt Impreſſion make ! 

trep. Shou'd Flaore heat that Sytrvia vy'd with her, 
What Indignation would the Charmer ſhow 7 

dam. Sylvia wou'd Flavia to herfelf prefer: 
There we alone her Judgment difallow. 

treb. If Sylvia's Charms with Flavia's'can compare, 
Why is This crowded ſtill, and That alone ? 

dam. Becauſe their ways of Life ſo diff rent are; 
Flavia gives all Men Hopes, and Sy none. 


Lycon. Shepherds enough; now ceaſe your am'rous 
r too much Heat may carry both too far: [ War; 
well attended the Diſpute, and find 

oth Nymphs have Charms, but each in diff 'rent Kind. 
lavia deſerves more Pains than ſhe will coſt; 

s ealily got, were ſhe not eaſily loſt. 


* 


Sylvia. 


pam. Sylvia the Swains with native Coldneſs views, 
tred. Flavia s bright Beauties in an Inſtant ſttike; 


As to remember any other Sight ? [views 


- — 
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Sylvia is much more difficult to gaing. 

1 But, once poſſeſs'd, will well reward the Pain. 

| We wiſh them Flavia's all, when firſt we burn; 

> But, once poſleſs'd, wiſh they would Sytwvia's turn. 
And, by the diff rent Charms in each expreſt, 

One we ſhou'd. ſooneſt love, the other beſt. . 


: 
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Iſtracted with Care, 
For Phyllis the Fair; 
Since nothing cou'd move her, 
Poor Damon her Lover, 
Reſolves in Deſpair 
No longer to languiſn, 
Nor bear ſo much Anguiſh; 
© But; mad with his Love, 
Ta a Precipice goess. 
Where a Leap from above: 


-Wou'd ſoon niſh his Woes:. 


| | The DESeatlRING LOVER. 


When in Rage he came there, 
Beholding how ſteep | 
The Sides did appear, 
And the Bottom how deep; 
His Torments projecting, 
And ſadly refle&ing,, - 
That a Lover forſaken: 
A. new Love may get; 
But a Neck when once broken, 
Can never be ſet: N 
And, that he cou'd die 
Whenever he wou'd; 
But, that he cou'd live 
But as long as he cou'd: 
How grievous ſoever 
8 The Torment might grow, | 1 
11 8 8 
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He ſcorn'd to endeavour, 

To finiſh it ſo. 1 
But Bold, Unconcern'd © 
At thoughts of the Pain, 
He calmly return'd 

To his Cottage again. 


2 11 


—_— 


You the Trxactvy of the FAIR 
PENITENT., | 


EE here the various Scenes of Human Lives; *© 
O Uncommon Husbands true, but common Wives, 
One, Charming, Faithleſs, Haughty when reprov'd, 
Loy'd by her Husband, her'Gallant ſhe lov'd; 
One, an Indulgent, Faithful, Conſtant Bride, 
Fond of her Spouſe, neglects the World beſide. 
hat Husband, tho' with Friends and Fortune bleſt, 
Finds a Domeſtick Ill that racks his Breaſtt: 
hile this, tho* Fortune frown, tho” Friends deſert, 
Finds one to lull his Cares, and charm his Heart. 
Wou'd Women rather, from the Throng retir'd, 
Be lov'd by one, than be by Crowds admir'd: 
Vou'd Men, before their Hearts were quite reſign'd, 
Forget the Faces, and inſpect the Mind. | 
Such Objects, ſhou'd they fainter Charms poſſeſs, 
ou d pleaſe dem longer, tho” they pleas'd 'em leſs. 
Wor Beauty's Blaze, tho“ fierce, is quickly paſt; 


1 


Upid ! Inſtruct an am'rous Swain, 

Some Way to tell the Nymph his Pain, 

To common Yonths unknown: 

o talk of Sighs, of Flames, of Darts; 

Vf bleeding Wounds, and burning Hearts; 
Are Methods yulgar grown. 


Inn 


What 


hile Love, good Senſe, and Virtue always laſt. 5 
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What need'ſt thou tell? (the God reply d) 


That Love the Shepherd cannot hide 
| The r will quickly finde 
When Phebus does his Beams difplay, © 
To tell Men gravely that tis Day, 2 
Is to ſuppoſe em blind, 


_ a. i. „— — ä 


A the Snow in Vallies lying, 
Phabus his warm Beams applying, 
S3o0on diſlolyes and runs away;  _ 
So the Beauties, ſo the Graces, 
Of the moſt bewitching Faces, 
At approaching Age decay. 


As a Tyrant, when degraded, 

P3335 ans, 

55 * Slaves be once control'd; 
So the Nympb, if none cou'd move her, 

Is contemn'd by ey'ry Lover, 

When her Charms are growing old. 


Melancholick Looks, and Whining, 
Grievin Quareliing, and Pining, 
Are th Effects your Rigours move; 
2 2 am ous Glances, - 
E tin ig „ tranip i Trances, 
Are Fn E wits of Love. 


| Fair ones! while your Beauty's blooming, 

Uſe your Time, left Age reſuming - 
What your Youth profuſely lends, 

You are robb'd of all your Glories, 

And condemn'd to tell old Stories, 

To your unbelieving Friends, 


* 2 
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GAANVILL's Play, call d HE ROI 
Lo VE. Me on Fe 


HE noble Granvill here has nicely ſhown 
T Herozck Love, a Copy of his own; | 
No Flight of Fancy, but his Heart Indites 
Theſe moving Scenes, and what he feels, he writes. 
With Love like bis, tho” in unequal Lays, | 
Too charming Maid, I offer at thy Praiſe. 
Look on Chryſeis, ſhe each Feature drew 
In Nature's Pride, and ſure ſhe fate for you. 
Obſerve her ſad Farewel, ſhe beſt can give 
he dire Account, what tis to Part and Live. | 
You've all her Charms, her Beauty, and her Yeuth, 
But want, 1 fear, her Kindneſs, and her Truth, 
Well had it been for Priam and his Race, 
ad Fate ſet me in Agamemnon s place, 
And you Chryſeis : Glory ſhou'd have ſtrove 
ut faintly then againſt the force of Love. 
Deaf to Renown, and ſcorning to be Great, 
I'd left the Camp for ſome obſcure Retreat. 
here gazing on thoſe lovely Eyes, prefer 
One Smile of yours to all the Pomp of War; 
Ind, ev'ry Mark of Royalty laid down, 


ad languiſh'd- at your Feet, and ſav'd the Town. 


Pa 
— 


— 


LEPIT AY R, on a Toung Gentleman, who 
dy'd for Love of a Married Lady. 
B!) the fame Hand, 
JERE lyes a Youth, who fell a Sacrifice, 
In his firſt Bloom, to Fair Aurelia's Eyes. 


hom ſhall we blame? Her Duty-was her Guard, 
9 ind his Injuſtice was its own Re a 
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| 9 he's unjuſt, whoſe Reaſon cannot prove 
Of force enough againſt Imperious Love) 
T raseh Yquth, who ſcorn'd to ſtoop ſo low, 
Io take what Pity only cou'd beſtow ; 
Still wiſh'd for more, till in the fatal Strife 
He ſunk beneath the Virtue of a Wife; _ 
Reſign'd his Blood to quench his guilty Flame, 
- But Crimes of Love deferve a gentle Name: 
And I muſt neither praiſe him, nor condemn, 
For I wou'd die to be bewail'd like him: 
Since ſhe, Whoſe Piety deny'd to ſave, 
Now pours her fruitleſs Tears upon his Grave. 


*K 4 © 
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U T while to bring about their great Intent, 
The Chriſtian Army all their Vigour bent; 
The potent Enemy of Human-kind, * 
Revolv'd their happy Progreſs in his Mind. 
His baleful Eyes with helliſh Envy glare, 
Half. ſtifled Murmurs ſhow his inward Care, . 
And hollow Groans betray his deep Deſpair: 
With ſuch a heavy, hoarſe, and bellowing Sound, | 4 * 
Wild — When ſtung with Grief, they trace che 
Ground, .. 


Fill all the Groves, and all the Vallies round. 
Collecting all the Rage within his Breaſt, 
For Means the active Chriſtians to moleſt. 3 
Fool! to believe with any Force or Skill, Fa 
T' oppoſe the Methods of th' Eternal Will; 
And thoſe avenging Thunders to awake, 
- That plung'd him headl6ng down the flaming Lake 
Regardleſs of that memorable Day, 
He. ſummons now the States of Hell away. 


Th 


- 
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Thro' all the limes of endleſs Parkueft round, 
The jarring Calls of the hoarſe Trumpet ſound tar 
Trembled the wide infernal Caves avain; 


Not half ſo dreadful in 2 formy Wreck, L 
From low'ring Clouds the - noifie Thunders break; 
Nor Vapors <loſe.imprifor'd in the Earth; / 
With ſuch wild Rumour give themfelves a Birth, | 
n various Troops, the gloomy Deitles ' 
Together came, that ſhare the vaſb Abyſs: e 
Jnnumber'd Forms, and monſtrous all appear, 
Ind deadly Terror in their Looks they wear; 

ith horrid? ſnaky Trefles ſome were Crown'd 
dome ſtamp'd with brutal foofs the Burning Ground; 
Others more curſt a Human Viſage find, 4 


Nut ſcaly Serpents end below, and wind 
n circling Folds prodigious lengths behind : 
nd many a lewd deteſted 1 
mtaurs, and Sphinx's hideons Forms appear: 
lydra, and Pyrbon, hiſſing thro” the Gloom 
ith Gorgon here, and barking Scylla, come: 52 4 
yants and ghaſtly Shapes that want a Name, 
Ind fierce Chimera ſpirtiog angry Flame; 

any and many a frightfal Monſter more, 
ih wild Confuſion crowd the wy Door. 
reat Luciſer the regal Seat commands, | 
aking a ruſty Scepter in his Hands: 
or Alpine Hill, nor ſome exalted Rock, 
hat proudly ſtands the „ ea? Shock, 
or half ſo tall th' Arlantick Mount appears, 
d vaſt his, Bulk, ſo bigh his tow'ring Front he rears, 
horrid, Majeſty ſurrounds his Face, 
Terror, Pride, and growing Nage inecreaſe. 
redning Eyes like fatal Comets glare, 

d ſhoot malignant Venom thro" t e Ar r 
neath his Brèaſt deſcends a loathſome Beard, 

Month a deep polkated Gulf appear d; 
hence iſſue Sulphur, Smoak, and pois' nous Steams, 
ith mutt'ring Thunder, and deſtructiye Flames : 


. H He 


ke, 


Tho | 


And = the murm'ring” Air retairdithe ſullen Strain | 


He ſpake ; all Hell aſtoniſh'd at the Noiſe 
Stood mute, grim Cerberus reſtrains his Voice; 
Cocytus ſtops, the Snakes to Hiſs forbear, [we hear; 
While: thro' the ſounding Deep theſe, dreadful Words 

ufernal Gods, worthy the, Thrones, of Light, 
And Monarchies of; Heay'n,. your native Riche, 4 
Whom from the Realms of. Bliſs, your ancient oy 


The juſt; the.glorious Cauſe for which ve fought, 
With me to this. approbrious Dungeon brought, 
Other Succeſs, ey'n he that rules > SKID... ..:.. 
Expected from our Noble Enterprize:  - 
But unmoleſted now he Reigns above, 

And us from thence, as conquer'd Rebels drove; 
Erom a ſerene, and everlaſting Day, 

From Stars, and from the Sun's delightſome Ray, 


: 


To Shades, and everlaſting Night retire, _ 
* dare again to thoſe oay, Climes aſpire, 
t 1 th' Effects of all his, Wrath diſdain, © 

Till one, curſt Thought exaſperates my Pain, 

That racking Thought I never can ſuſtain: 

I could with Joy in Heav'n reſign. my Place, 

But rage to ſee it fll'd with Man's degenerate Race; 

To ſee vile Duſt exalted to.ſupply 

Our once Illuſtrious Stations _ Sky; 

And what diſtracts me more 

As all too little to our mighty Foe 

Appear'd, that he for worthleſs Man could do; 

The ruin'd Wretches Forfeiture ta pay, 

He gave to Death his Darling Son a Prey; 

Victorious oer the meagre King, in State 

He proudly enters the igternal Gate: 

Within my gloomy. Confines dar'd to tread, 

And here in Scorn his ſhiuing Banners ſpread, 
Millions of Captive Souls, our deitin'd Prey, 
He led triumphant from the Shades away: 
And, what my Diſcontent,and. Pain renews, 

The ancient Enterprize he, ſtill purſues;, 

And while we idly here conſume the Day, 

To him the Aſian Empire drops away, 

And falſe Judæa ſhortly ns dis SWSy-s | * 
25 ; | 6 


o 
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Loud Hymns in ey'ry Language to his Name | 
They ſing, and ſpread around the World his Fame, 

Inſcrib'd in Braſs, and laſting Marble, they 

His Glory down to future Times convey. 

To him alone devoted Flames ariſe, 

And Vows, and Od'rous Incenſe mount the Skies, 
No blazing Fite upon our Altar ſhines, _ 

WT Negleted ſtand our Temples, and our Shrines: 

No more with Gifts they crowd our rich Abodes, 
Nor fall before us as aſſiſting Gds. 
Empty of Human Souls our-Regions grow, 

While all the Roads of Hell unpeopled ſhow: 

And can we tamely ſuffer this? — And reſts 

No Spark of ancient Vigour in your Breaſts? 

Haye you forgot when in bright Arms we ſhone, 

Engag'd with Heav'n, and ſhook his lofty Throne? 

Our native Vigour, our immortal Flame, 

And ardent Thirſt of Glory, is the fame, By HER 

But why, you dear Companions of my Woe, | 19 

In pleaſing Miſchief are you grown ſo ſlow? | 
Loſt here in Sloth and Darkneſs we remain, 11 
hile new Allies the proſp'rous Chriſtians gain: | HB 

Haſte then, with all the Rage of Hell aſſail 19 
Dur dreaded Foes, by Arts or Force prevail; 

n all their Solemn Councils raiſe Diflent, 

/ngrounded Jealouſies, and Diſcontent : 

et ſome the Slaves of ſhameful Paſſions prove, 

Plung'd in the ſoft licentious Joys of Love; 

ind others treach'rouſly the Cauſe decline, 
onfound their Army, fink the curſt Deſign, 


Fi)! 
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To aL apy wore Cruel than Fair. 
By Mr. V ANBKOOK. 


WH d'ye with ſuch Diſdain.refuſe. 
An humble Lover's Plea? 
Since Heay'n denies, you Pow's: to chuſe, 
You ought to value * ü 6 
24 
Ungrateful Miſtreſs of a Heart, | 
Which I ſo freely gave; "He 
Tho' weak your Bow, tho' blunt your Dart, 
1 ſoon relign'd your Slave. 
"OI 
Nor was I weary of your Reign, | 
'Till you a Tyrant grew, 
And ſeem'd regardleſs of my. Pain, 
As Nature ſeem'd of Ton. 
| IV. 
When thouſands with unerring Eyes 
Your Beauty wou'd decry, | 
What Graces did my Loye deviſe, 
To give their Truths the Lie? 


V; | 
To ev'ry Grove I told your Charms, 
In you my Heav'n I plac'd, 7% 
Propoſing Pleaſures in your Arms, 
Which none but I cou'd taſte. 
| VI. 
For me t'admire, at ſuch a rate, 
So damn'd a Face, will prove 
Lou have as little Cauſe to hate, 
As I had Cauſe to love. 


C3 


penn 1 4 Coume il bel by the 
4 T S. ry 
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NE Rhodilard by Name, 

A Cat of wond'rous Fame, 
go many Rats had ſlain, 
ew only did remain: 
Thoſe few were lean, and ſary'd, 
Ind did but ſeldom eat; 
They durſt not ſeek for Meat, 
or fear of Rhotldlard : 

Vho paſs'd with ev'ry fober Rat, 
ore for a Devil, than a Cat, | 


ow Rhodilard being in Love, 
Oue Day he chane'd to rove, 
To ſeek his Lady Fair, 
Mn the Houſe Top, or in the Air; 
1 ſhort, ſo far he did remove 
About that grand Affair, 
hat the few Rats he left alive, 
Would not th' occaſion loſe, 
But ſate in Council cloſe, 
o think how they once more might thrive; 


— Reverend Dean, both Grave and Wiſe, 
1 dently adviſe g 
Wn the Cat's Neck to a Bell; 
| f do agree he counſell'd well; 
t the main Point is ſtill behind; 3 
he Difficulty was, to find 
| The means to tie it on: 
ne frankly own'd he was OR 2 
ye think me mad? another ſaid. 


They riſe, and nothing's done. 


f How many, 3 have I ſeen. 
Apt by with this compas'd i 2 . 
H 3 


4 


Councils 
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Councils of other Note 1 men, 1 uc 
ITuhan about Rhodilard; Or 
Where, all, while, tis but to. Db 1 +41 Ab 
Can bravely fland their Ground ; A \ 

9 But when it comes to execute, Iſt 
Not one is to be found, _ 2 But 

| h GPL ee | ** ö WI 
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HAT Niobé to Stone was chang'd kg i =D | Th 
And Progne like a Swallow rang d. 14 
About the Fields, old Poets tell; | 


Why might not I transform as well 3. " bd 1 3 
Ob! — I might become the Sa 

In which you uſe to ſee your Face; 

Or if I © be chang” 1 my Fair, N 2 


Into the Garment —4 you wear, . 
The Bath in which your Body ſwims, of | 2H 
The Eſſence that anvints your Linh | 
The Pearls with which your Neck is dre, 
The Steenkirk ty'd upon your Breaſt: 
Nay, I wou'd be your very Shoe, 
Still to be trod _ by you. | 


2 83.4 


; Pt 

From -O FY I D. 

T* Summer, and the Heat of all the thy. Col 
At my fall Eaſe in a large Bed I lay, © B 
One Window ſhut, t'other half open N Car 
Caſting a gloomy Light, as thro” a Wood; f 
Such as we uſe to ſee when the Sun ſets, ; 
Or as the Dawning of the Da begets; | Wi 
Such we ſhou'd ſtill afford a Baſhing MO, Y 
Whoſe Baſhfulneſs of greater th afraid: * 


Corinna enters with her Neck all "xii 


But where 'twas cover'd Fx 3 dangſiog! A * 
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duch did of old Semiramis appear, 

Or Lais to ſo many Lovers dear. . 

About her Shoulders. careleſly was thrown 

A Veil, ſo thin that all was thro' it ſhown. 

I ſtrove to pluck it off; ſhe to retain, 

But ſo, as if ſhe meant to ſtrive in yain, 

When ſhe quite naked ſtood, my wond'ring Eye 
Could not one Fault in her whole Body ſpy. 

What Arms, what Shoulders had he! what a Breaft !* 
How firm, and how inviting to be preſt! 

How ſmooth and even did her. — lye! 
What luſty Sides! and what a youthful Thigh! 

There needs no more, but all was moſt Divine. 

I drew her naked Body cloſe to mine; - 

The reſt you gueſs: We were both tir'd/too ſoon: 
May ev'ry Day of mine have ſuch a Noon. 


* * — 


on — „* * 9 * — Is AE. 4 — 


A Hue and Cry. after Fark 


AMORE T. | 


By Mr. CONGREVE..: 


ATR Amoret is gone aſtray; 
Purſue and ſeek her, ev'ry Lover; 
Til tell the Signs, by which you may 
The wand'ring Shepherdeſs diſcoyer. _ 
ut "Of" 26 An 55 
Coquet and Coy at once her Air, 
Both ſtudy'd, tho“ both ſeem neglected ;. 
Careleſs ſhe is with artful Care, — 
Affecting to ſeem unaffected. 
; 8 
With Skill her Eyes dart ev'ry Glance, - 
Yet change ſo ſoon you'd. ne'er ſuſpect em; 
For ſhe'd perſuade they wound by Chance, 
Tho' certain Aim and Art direct 'em. 


8 8 | IV, She 
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IV. 
She likes herſelf, yet ad hates 
For that Whieh tn herſelf ſhe prizes; 
And while the Laughs at them, forgets | 
She is the 15 chat ſhe deſpiſes.. | 


BE s 6: N G. 
= By the ſame Hand. | 


1 Locked, ant 1 Gets, and 1 wiſtd I cou'd ſpeak, 
For I very fan wou'd have been at her; 

But when 1 ve moſt my Paſſion to break, 
Still then I ſaid leaſt of th Matter. 


I ſwore te my ſell, and refoly'd I wou'd try 
Some way my poor Heart to recover; 
But that was all vain, for I ſooner cou'd die. 
Than live ich 1 to love her. 985 
1 : 
pow Calia be kind then; and ſince your own Eyes 
By Looks can command Adoration, 
_ Give mine leave to talk too, and do not deſpiſe 
Thoſe Oglings that tell you my Taſſion. 
IV 


We'll look, and we!ll love, and /tho* ende ſhou'd 
The Pleaſure We ſtill be pu "doubt { ſpeak, 

And ſo, without Words, I don't doubt we 5 may make 
A very ood © end Ann Wray: Te 


A 8 0 N el 2 
By the go ond. 
H! what Pains, what backing They hts 5 8 


Who lives remov'd from her he 1 oyes, 
ö Is 
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3 cruel Abſence doom'd paſt. Joys to midurn, 
and think on Hours that will no more return. 
Oh! let me ne'er the Pangs of Abſence try; 

dave me from Abſence; Love, or let me die. 


ER 


Song in Dialogue, for two Women, 
. 


Love, and am beloy'd again, | 
L Strephon no more ſhall ſigh in vain: 
Je try'd his Faith, and found him true, 
ind all my Coyneſs bid adieu. 
Llove, 1 again, 
Vet ſtill m 9 complains: 
Im ſure * while IL Pe him, 
But ſhou'd I yield,. I fear to lofe him. Ke! 
1, Men will grow: faint with tedious Faſting, 
2. And will x tire with often Taſting, 
V hen they find the Bliſs not l | 
1. Love is compleat in kind Poſſeſſing. 
2. Ah no! ah no! that ends the Bleſfing. 
Chorus of both. 
Then let us bewate how fat we cunſent, 
[vo ſoon when we yield, too late we repent ;. 
'Tis Ignorance makes Men admires 
And granting Deſire, 
We feed not. the Fire, | 
But. make it more quickly: expircy. 


A S ON G. 
By the. ſame Hand. 


Rant me, gentle Love, faid 1, 
One dear Blelfing ere 1 die; 


* 4am. £4 "2 8 2 — 
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Long I've born Exceſs of Pain, 

Let me now ſome Bliſs obtais. 
Thus to Almighty Love I cry d. 

When angry, thus the God reply c. 
Bleſſings greater none can have, | 

Art thou not Amynta's Slave: SBA 

Ceaſe, fond Mortal, to implore, EY 

For Love, Love himſelf's no more. 


| | "I 
. * 


bo —_— 


„ 7˙ V 
By the ſame Hang. >. 


ay Amynta, can you ſee | 

A Heart thus torn which you betray'd } 

Love of himſelf ne'er vanquiſh'd'me, 
But thro* your Eyes the Conqueſt made. 


In Ambuſh there the Traitor lay, 
Where I was led by faithleſs Smiles. 

No Wretches are fo loſt as they, 
Who much Security beguiles. 


* 


—̃— 


. 


By the ſame Hand. 


GEE, ſee ſhe wakes, Sabina wakes! 

And now the Sun begins to riſe; 

Leſs glorious is the Morn that breaks. 

- From his bright Beams, than her fair Eyes. 


With Light united, Day they give, 

But diff rent Fates ere Night fulfil : 
How many by his Warmth will live! 
How many will her Coldneſs kill! 


MisckLLANVY Pokus. yy 
+13), oveJg ed dn 25 14114 1850 
nenne an | , 
; 8 N B the ſame Hand. | 
Tous Selinda goes to Pray'rs, 
P If I but ask the Favour 


And yet the tender Fool's in- Tears, 
When ſhe. believes I'll leave her. 


Wou'd I were free from this Reſtraint; 
Or elſe had hopes to win her; 

Wou'd ſhe cou'd make of me a Saint, 
Or I of her a Sinner. 


- 


* 


LK e. 
| By the ſame Hand. 

wW HEN Tesbia firſt I ſaw ſo heav'nly Fair, 

v7 With Eyes ſo bright, and with that awful Air, 
I'thought my Heart, which durft ſo high aſpire, 

As bold as his who ſnatch'd Celeſtial Fire. 

But ſoon as e' er the beauteous Idiot ſpoke, . 

Forth from her Coral Lips ſuch Folly broke, 


Like Balm the trickling Nonſenſe heal'd my Wound, 
And what her Eyes enthral'd, her Tongue unbound, . 


BR 


[ 


* 


* — 
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PROLOGUE fo the PRINCESS. 
Spoken by Mrs. Bracegirdle... 


By the ſame Hand. 


* we feel of Joy cou'd be expreſs'd. 
It were unworthy of our Royal Gueſt: AIR 


Great Bleſſings, when beſtow'd above Deſert, 
Suppreſs the Spegch, thq” they inſpits the Heart. 
Thus, tho” the Muſe her gratetul Homage pays, 7 
She dares not ſtrive her trembling Voice to raiſe, 
And pay unequal Thanks, or diſproportion'd Praiſe, 
Such Awe there is in all ſublime Delight: 
And ſo ſevere is Joy when Euquiſite. 

+ .. Our ſickly Climg, Which has far ten Years paſt, 
With one continu'd Winter baen aber-caſt; 


Has this new Age with wonted Health begun, 


Reviv'd and cheax'd: by the relenting Sun. 
Again, the Spring does early Bloſſoms yield, 
And Nature laughs in ev'ry living Field, ei 
The Stage alone remains a frozen Sail, 
And fruitleſs mocks the weary Lab'rers Toil; 

But this bright Preſence darts enliv'ning Fires, 

And ey'ry Muſe with Genial Warmth inſpires: 
Health to the World, the Sun's kind Heat aſſures; 
That lives by «ay we ſurvive by yours. 


* 
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Versrs Sacred 10 the Memory F Gr ack 
Lady G s T HIN, Occafigned by. reading 
ber Boat, intitiad, Reliquia Gethinianz, 


By the ſave Hand.. 
A. Fter a. painful Eife-in Study ſpent; 


The Learn'd themſelves their Ignorance lament; 
And aged Men, whoſe. Lives exceed the Space, 
Which ſeems the Bound preſtrib'd to mortal Race, 
With hoary Heads, their ſnort Experience grieve, 
As doom'd to die before they ve learn'd to live. 
So hard it is true Knowledge to attain, 
So frail is Life, and fruitleſs Human Pain! 
Who-e'er en: this reffects, and then beholds, 
Wich ſtrict Attention what this Book: unfolds, 


With 


Mises tan Perun, 157 
With Admiration ſtruck, ſhall queſtion Who 
50 very long: eou'd live, fo to know? © 
For ſo compleat the finiſh'd Piece appears,  _ 
That Learning feems combin'd with ſength ot Years; 
And both improy'd” by pureſt Wit, to reach 
At all that Study, or that Time can teach. 3 
But to what height muſt his Amazement rife 
When having read the Work, he turns bis Eyes 
Again to view the foremoſt op ning 4 | 
And there the Beauty,, Sex, and tender Age 
Of Her beholds, in whoſe pcs Mind arofe 
Th' &therial Source from whence this Current flows! 
When Prodigies appear, our Reaſon fails, 

And Superſtition: o'er Philoſophy prevails. 
Some heav'nly Miniſter we frat conclude,, 
Some Angel-Mind with Female Form indu'd,. 
To make a ſhort Abode on Earth, was ſent, 
(Where no Perfection can be permanent! 
And having left her bright Example here, 
Was quick recalbd, and bid ro diſappear, 
Whether around the Throne, Eternal Hymns 
She Sings, amid the Choir af Seraphim: 
Or ſore. vefulgent Star informs, and guides, 
Where ſhe, the bleſt Intelligence, preſides ;; 

Is not for us to know who bere remain; 
For 'twere| as Impious to enquire, as Vain: 
And all we ought, or can, in this dark State, 
is, What we have admir d, to imitate... 


F *. . 


— 
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EI APU a pon Rovear HontTmoren, : | 
of 3 Harcourt, E/; and Ron ER 
is Son. | Lp 


By. the. ſame Hand. f 


urs peaceful Tomb does now contain: 
T Father and Son, together laid; We 
| . Whoſe 
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Whoſe living Virtues ſhall remain, ; | * 
When they, and this, are ts, d. The 
retort: ut 

; What Man ſhou'd' be, to ) Ri 'eneſs gromn, — Ne 
1 And finiſh'd Worth ſhou' ＋ do, or ſh e So £ 
At full was in the Father ſhown; . 15 Nor 

What Youth cou'd promiſe, in the Son. So 0 

Nys As 0 

But Death both deſtroy'd, ILL It ſ 

- The perfect Fruit, and op'ning Bud : | To 
Firſt ſeiz d thoſe Sweets We had enjoy . And 
Then robb d us * the ee Good. N 

4 T If 
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BRIT ANN A RERDI VIVA: 4 As « 
Poem on tbe PRINGC E, Bern on the 
Ioth of 1 1688. Nee 


By uur. Dp 


UR vows are heard betimes! and Heay* n takes cate 
To grant, before we can conclude the e r: 
Preventing Angels met it half the way, 
And ſent us back to Praiſe, who came to Pray. 
Juſt on the Day, when the high- mounted Sun 
Did fartheſt in his Northern Progreſs run, 
He bended forward, and ev'n ſtretch'd the Sphere 
Beyond the Limits of the lengthen'd Year, . 
To view a brighter Sun in Britain born; 7 
That was the Bus 'neſs of his Jongeſt Morn 
The glorious Object ſeen, Was time to turn, 
Departing Spring cou'd only ſtay to ſhed 
Her gloomy Beauties on the genial Bed, 
But left the Manly Summer in her ſtead, cj 
With timely Fruit the longing Land to chear, . 
And to fulfill the Promiſe of the Year, 
Betwixt two Seaſons comes th' Auſpicious Heir, 
This Age 10 bloſſom, and the next to bear, 


Laſt 


. ATP a> © * IB» of 


The Paraclete in fiery 1 FO deſcend; 
But when his- Wond'r ave roll'd a gain, 


He brought a Royal Infan his Train. 
80 great 4 Bleſſing to 10 wat a King 


M EL LAN bow Ms 159, 
* Laſt ſolemn Sabbath ſaw 8 Church rn on 


Py 
* 
1 
| 


ei 


None but th' Eternal Comforter cou'd wy 3 


Or did the ogy Trinity conſpire, | 
As once, in Council to Create our Sire? 
It ſeems as if they ſent the new-born Gueſt 
To wait on the Proceſſton of theit Feaſt ; . * 
And on their Sacred Anniverſe decreed” . 

To ſtamp theſt — 2 on the promis d Seed. 
Three Realms unit 

An Emblem of their Myſtick Union 'ſhow'd:_ 
The migh Trine «the triple Empire ſhar'd, . 

As every Perſon wou'd have NE to ward; 
Hail Son of Pray'rs! by Holy Violence 


And late to thy Paternal Skies retire: : 


To change th -inveterate habit of our Sins, | 
And Knit what thy Godlike Sire begins. . 
Kind Heaven, to make us Engliſh-men again, 1 
No leſs can give us than à Patriarch's Reign. i 
The Sacred Cradle to your Charge receive 


To keep Poſſeſſion, and ſeture the Line; 

Bit long defer the Honours of thy Fate. 

Great may they be like his, like his be late, | 

That James his running Century may view, 

And give this Son an Auſpice to the New, . 
Our Wants exact at leaſt that moderate ſtay: 

For ſee the ꝓ Dragon winged on his Way, | 


To . the $ rayail, "Jig devour the Prey. 


Common-wealth Party, here and in other Places f the Poem. 
Ney. 13. V. 4. 


4 


and on One beftow'd, T8 1 


To mend our Crimes whole Ages wow © 16 re 3 5 


Le Seraphs, and by turns the Guard relieve; 
Irhy Father's - Angel and thy Father join 


Drawn down from Heav'n; but ong b be 1 os ane 


0 


. 


*. Whit-Sunday,” I Trinity-Sunday, 2 Alluding 4 to the 


YL 


Or, 


160 mh vA PAAr ft 


| To lead you to the: Verge, of of promix'd "OG 


He fre 2 bleed Church in Ruin 1) 
The + Moon grows pale at that preſaging ſight, 


The ſacred Standard, Ty ſecure Succeſs; 5 
Large of his Treaſures, ob a Soul ſo great, 


luding to the preſent Pope, $. K, James the Second. 


Or, if Auen may Eats, 1 Was 1 
Thus, when, Ale 4 rais 55 his oe Who 
The Snakes c his th Ton iyinity, 0, d 
But eres with 3 $a in, hear, Perm 
For OE ofition mak { 1 200d <1 So m 
To ne ful Succour al Sy will r 5 75 See / 
And Jove aſſert the 23 mY of kis Son. 1 821 Meth 
O ſtill repining at your preſent State, ee OS FAN 
Grudging your ſelyes the, Benefits of = e ee, 
Look up, and read i in Characters of. ** 1 ll 0 7 ha 


A Bleſſing 777 du in your own De prin, dn a. = 1 
The Manna fa 5. yet ther etal Be 
Like Jews you munch, an« murmur, ar gon. er tl 
May not your. Fortune he like: theirs, . 
Yet Forty Years to wander. in the WI 
Or if it be, may Mage liye at leaſt. 


Tho“ Poets are not Pra. hets; 255 9 | 
What Plants will take the Rlite, and okay, he 


By trating Heay'n N may 'be found: Thin 
Behold! ow awfully 55 alks the round! ee! 
God is fe of Bi and 0 5 OM in Bis Ways, $474 Wn e: 
The Rife of 972 and. their Fall ſurveys; 


More (migbr T fay) than with, an ufual Eye, ; Fool 


And hears the Souls of Saints beneath hi s Akar cry. = 
Already has he lifted high, the Sign Wut 1 
Which Crowd the Conquering, Arms of Conf antine: WP ur 


And 5 her Train of Stars have lo & 2 Lan. 
Behold another. 1 8 ylweſter, tor bleſs. 444-4 


As fills and crowds his Univerſat Seat. | 
Now view at home a $ ſecond 9 
n e, too was of the Britiſh Line) 


* Hon f The Creſe cent, dls theTurks bear . their 
Arm. f The Pope in the time of Conſtantine the Great, als 


Has 


Misc LAN PorMs, 162 
Has not his healing Balm your Breaches clos'd, 
WV hoſe Exile many ſought, and few oppos'd ? 
Wo, did not Heayn its Eternal Doom 
permit thoſe Evils, that this Good come? 
so manifeſt, that even che Moon- ey d Sects 
See Whom and What this Providence protects. 
Methinks, had we within our Minds no more 
aa that one Shipwrack on the Fatal “ Ore, 
That only thought may make us think again, 
7 hat Wonders God reſerves for ſuch a Reign, 
o dream that Chance his Preſervation wrought, . 
ere to think Noah was preſery'd for nought; 
dr the Surviving Eight were not-deſign'd 
o People Earth, and to reſtore their Kind. 
When humbly on the Royal Babe 12 . 
The Manly Lines of a Majeftick Face 131 
ive awful Joy: Tis Paradiſe to look 
n the fair — — Nature's BoooKt; 
the firſt opening Page ſo charms the fight, 
Think how th'u ed Volume will delight? 
ee how the On Infant ties 
Wn ear P ; how rough the Mother's E 
he Ne with an undaunted yiew: - *. 
ooks out, and takes our Homage as his due, 
Nee on his future Subjects how he ſmiles; 
Nor meanly flatters, nor with Craft beguiles; 
Nat with an Face, as on this Throne, 
WP ſures our and aſſumes his oyn, 
Born in — Night, that the ungratefy] Rour __ 
Way find no room a' remaining Doube: 
W ruth, Which it ſelf is Light, does Darkneſs ſhin, . 
Had the true Eaglet ſafel 7 dares the Sun. 
1 Fain — the Fiend have made a dubious Birth, 
Woth to confeſs the Godhead ctoath'd in Earth. 
Nut ſicken'd after all their baſed Lies, 
o find an Heir apparent in che Skies: 


— 


V 


. 


* The Lemmon Ore, | Alluding te the Vicia in the. 
. * [RIA Bot | a ) 4 $393 24 x Do . 
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Abandon'd to Deſpair, ſtill may they grudge, 

And owning not the Saviour, prove the Judge. 
Not great Zneas ſtood in plainer Day, 

When, the dark mantling Miſt diſſolv'd away, 

He to the Tyrians ſnew'd his ſudden Face, 

Shining with all his Goddeſs Mother's Grace: 

For ſhe herſelf had made his Count'nance bright, 

Breath'd, Honour on his Eyes, and her own Purple Light, 

If our Victorious Edward, as they ſay, 

Gave Wales a Prince on that propitious Day, 

Why may not Years revolving with his Fate: 

Produce his Like, but with a longer Date? 

One who may carry to a diſtant Shoar 

The Terrour that his Fam'd Forefather bore. 

But why ſhou'd James or his young Heroe ſtay 

For ſlight Preſages of a Name or Day? 

We need no Edward's Fortune to Adorn 

That happy. Moment when our Prince was born: 

Our Prince Adorns this Day, and Ages hence 

Shall wiſh his Birth-day, for ſome future Prince. 

Great Michael, Prince of all the Ætherial Hoſts, 

And whate'er Inn- born Saints our Britain boaſts ; 

And thou, th* adopted $ Patron; of our Ifle;. * 

With chearful Aſpects on this Infant ſmile : | 

The Pledge of Heav'n, which dropping from above, 

Secures aur Bliſs, and reconciles his Love. 
Enough of IIls our dire Rebellion wrought, 

When, to. the Dregs, we drank the bitter Draught; 

Then Ai 33 in Plagues conſpire, 

Nor did th' avenging Angel yet retire, 

But purg'd our' ſtill-encreaſing Crimes with Fire. 

Then perjur'd Plots, the ſtill impending Teft; 

And worſe; but Charity-conceals the reſt: 

Here ſtop, the Current of the ſanguine Flood, 

Require not, gracious God, thy Martyr's Blood; 

But let their dying Pangs, their living Toil; 


Spread a rich Haryeſt through their Native Soil: * 
CAGE ATP At as antes | old eee "BN: 36 
+ Virg. e£Lneid. 1. f Edward the black Prince, born on. Trinity Jeh 


Sunday. f The Motto of the Poem explain'd, $ St, _ 


Mitzi Pb. 1h 
A Harveſt ripening for another Reign, 1 
of which this Royal Babe may reap the Grain. 

Enough of Early Saints one Womb has gi vn; 
Enough encreas'd the Family of Heav n: 
Let them for his, and our Atonement goß; 

And Reigning bleſt above, leave him to Rule below. 
2 — has the Year foreſhow'd * 2 
His wonted Courſe, the Seas have overfſow'd, 

The Meads were floated with a weeping Spring, 
And frighten'd Birds in Woods forgot to ing . 
The ſtrong-limb'd Steed beneath his Harneſs faints, 
And the ſame ſhiv'ring Sweat his Lord attaints. 
When: will the Miniſter of Wrath give oer? 
Behold him; at f Araunah's threſning- floor. 
He ſtops, and ſeems to ſtieath his flaming Brand; 
Pleas'd with burnt Incenſe, from our David's Hand. 
David has bought the Jebhuſite“s Abode, . 
And rais'd an Altar to the Living Gde. 
Heav'n to reward him, make his Joys ſincere; £ 


* 


No future Ills, nor Accidents appear, 
To ſully and pollute the Sacred Infant's Lear. 
Five Months fi Diſcord and Debate were givin: ©, 
He ſanctiſies the yet remaining Seyenns:n 
Sabbath of Months! henceforth in him be bleſt, 
And 4 to the Realms perpetual Reſt! 
Let his Baptifmal Drops for us attone; 
Luſtrations for F Offences not his-own, 
Let Conſcience, which is Int'reſt ill diſguis'd, 


Is there a ſtrife in Heaven about his Name?: 
Where every famous Predeceſſor vies, 


Such was the Sacred $ Tetragrammaton. 
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he Jews, 


In the ſame Font be cleans'd;/andall the Land Baptiz d. | 
t Un mam'd as yet: at leaſt unknown to Fame: 


And makes a Faction for it in the Skies? n gh 
Or. muſt it be referv?d to Thought' aloney > c55-> 


* Alluding te the. Paſſage in the 3/6 Brok, of Kings, Ch. 247 
V 20. f Original Sin, , The Prince Crit and but” nog hand: 
Jehovah, er the name of God, unlauſil te be proneun'd by- 

7 7%. & WER; 
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Things worthy Silence muſt not be-veveal'd: the, 
Thus the true Name of Reme was kept 428 8 And, 
To ſhun. the Spells, and Sorceries of thoſe Down 
Who durſt her — Majefty oppoſe. _ - .- WiThe'\ 
But when bis tender Strength in time ſhall riſe Here 
To dare ill Tongues, and faſcinating Eyes; (As E 


This Ifle, which hides the little Thunderer's Fame, 
Shall be too narrow to contain his Nam © 
Th' Artillery of Heav'n ſhall make him known; 
1 Crete Wau not hold the God, hen Fove was grown, 
As Joes + Increaſe, who from his Brain'was born, arth: 


Whom Arms and Arts did equally adorn, . 1815 Break 
Free of the Rreaſt was bred, whoſe milky Taſte r; 
Minerva "I Name to Venus had debas d "F111 5 Such 
So this Imperial Babe rejects the Food Our 1 
That mixes Monarchs with Plebeian - 5 5 By E 
Food that his inborn Courage might contronl, | o Þ 
Extin gui ſh all the Father in his Soul, 80 
P For his Eftian Race, and Saxe Strain, | he 
phe. re- Br wes ſome ſecond Richard's Reign. 80 
bee he thares from both bis Parents Blood, But | 
$-t00. tame are deſpicably go * FLY he 

Be n e Mixture of this Regal S an, 
By Nature Manly, hut by Virtue Mild. ber 


Thus far the Furious Tranſport of the Won: 

Had to Prophetick Madneſs 2 the Muſe, | | 
Madneſs ungovernable, uninſpir'd, may 
Swift to foretell whatever: ſhe defir'd $5062 501 
Was: it for me the dark Abyſs to tread; 
And read the Book which Angels cannot: read | 
How was I puniſh'd when the $. ſudden Blaſt, -Þ 
The Face of Heav'n, and our young Sun o'er-caſt! 
Fame, the ſwift Ill, enereaſing as ſnie rowi'd, 
Oe e and ow, at ow repriſes told: 


Some Laan FTE That the true Name of Rome., was. kept 4 
fecyet 3," ne hoſtus incantamentis Deos elicerent. _*f. Candie 
where. Jupiterwas bern and bred ſecretly... 1 Pallas, or Minerva; 
ſaid by the Ree22y) ts have been"bret wy by Hand. '$ The fuddin 
N 87 700 of the Prince's Death, At 
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kt three inſulting Strides ſhe ftalk'd n me 
And, like Contagion, ſtruck the Loyal down. 


ere black Rebellion ſhooting from below 


n Apoplex of Grief, ſo low were drix'n 


As, when pent, 


By Prayers the mighty Bleſſing was implow'd,, 


So ere the f Shunamite a Son conceiv'd, 
The Prophet e and the Wife believ d. 
\ Son was ſent, the Son ſo much deſir'd, 

But ſoon upon the Mother's Knees expir'd, 


Then 


deſponding Peter ſinking in the Waves. 
As when a ſudden Storm of Hail and Rain 
Peats to the Ground the yet unbearded Grain, 
hink not the Hopes of Harveſt are deſtroy'd 
dn the flat Field, and on the naked Void; 


Vill raiſe the. youthful Honours of his Head; 
nd, ſoon reftor'd, by native. Vigour, bear 

he timely product of the bounteous Year, 
Nor yet conclude. all fiery wt wy; aſt; 

or Heav'n will exerciſe: us ta t lat; 


In the ſund Book, of Kings, Chap. 4. 


Down fell the winnow'd Wheat; but. mounted high, 
The -W hirl-wind bore the Chaff, and. hid the Sky. 


As Earth's * Gigantick Brood. by Moments grow 8 
ö nd here the Sons of God are petrity' d with Woes 2 


he Saints, as 17 to defend their Heayv n. 
apours run their hollow round, 
Farth-quakes, which are Convulſions of the Ground, 
Break bellowing forth, and no Confinement brook, 
Till the Third fettles,, what. the former ſhook , 
Such Heavings had our Souls; till flow and late, | 
Our Life with his return d, and Faith preyail'd. on Fate; 


o Pray'rs was granted, and. by Pray'rs reſtor'd, 


* 


The troubled Seer approach'd the mournful Door, 
Nan, pray'd, and ſent his. Paſt ral Staff before, 
retch'd his Limbs upon the Child, and mourn'd; 
Till Warmth, and Breath, and a new Soul return'd: 
Thus Mercy ſtretches out her Hand, and ſaves 


he light, unloaded Stem, from Tempeſt freed, 


* Theſe Giants are feign'd-to baus grown 13 Ells every dl 


Some- 
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Sometimes will check us in our full Career, 
With doubtful Bleſſings,” and with mingled Fear, 

That, ſtill depending on his daily Grace, 
His every Mercy tor an Alms may paſs, 
ae ah; Hands will Dyet us to good; 
Preyenting Surfeits of our pamper'd Blood. 

So feeds the Mother-bird her craying- Young, 

With little Morſels, and delays em 8 + 
True, this laſt Bleſſing was a Royal Feaſt, _ 
But, where's'the, Wedding-Garment on the Gueſt} 
Our Manners, as Religion were a Dream, 
Are ſuch as teach the Nations to Blaſpheme. 

In Luſts we'wallow, and with Pride we ſwell, 
And Injuries with lnjuries repel}; | 
Prompt to Revenge, not daring to forgive, 

Our Lives unteach the Doctrine we believe; 

Thus Iſrael ſin'd, impenitently hard, 7 
And yainly thought the * preſent Ark their Guard; 

But when the haüghty Philiſtines appear. ? 


They fled, abandon'd to their Foes and Fear; 
Their God was abſent, though his Ark was there. 
Ah! leſt our Crimes ſhou'd ſnatch this Pledge away, 
And make our Joys the Bleſſings of a Day! 
For we have lin him hence, and that he lives, 
God to his Promiſe,” not our Practice gives. 
Our Crimes wou'd ſoon weigh down the guilty Scale, 
But James, and Mary, and the Church prevail. 
Nor f Amaleck can rout the Choſen Bands, 
While Hur and Aaron hold up Moſes' Hands. 

By living well, let us ſecure his Days, 
Mod'rateiin Hopes, and humble in our Ways, 
No force the free-born Spirit can conſtrain, 
But Charity, and great Examples gain. 
Forgiyeneſs is our Thanks for ſuch a Day; 
+ *Tis God-like, God in his own Coin to 7 

But you, Propitious Queen, tranſlated here, 
From your mild Heay'n, to Rule our rugged Sphere, 
Beyond the Sunny Walks, and circling Year: 


+ ad. Wea 


n 


% be "LL ISIS 
* 
e, 


* Sam. 4. 16, t Exod. 17. v. 1. 
1 | You, 


* 


\ 
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You; who your native Climate have berefe .” - | 

Of all the Virtues, and the Vices left; 

Whom Piety and my make their Boaſt, 
Though Beautiful is well in Pious loft; 
o loſt as 1 is diſloly'd away, 
And melts into the brightneſs of the Day; 
or Gold about the Regal Diadem, | 

Loft to improve the Luſtre of the Gem. 
What can we add to your Triumphant Day ? 
Net the Great Gift the beauteous Giver pay. 


or ſhou'd our Thanks awake the Riſing-Sun, 0 


nd lengthen, as his lateſt ſhadows run, [done, 
That, tho? the longeſt Day, wou'd ſoon, too ſoon be 
et Angels Voices, with their Harps conſpire, 
ut keep th' Auſpicious Infant from the Quire; 
late let him ſing above, and let us know 
o ſweeter Mulck, than his Cries below. 
Nor can I wiſh to you, Great Monarch, more 
han ſuch an Annual Income to your Store; 
he Day, which gave this Unit, did not ſhine 
For a leſs Omen, than to fall the Trine. 
\fter a Prince, an Admiral beget, 
he Royal Soy'reign wants an Anchor yet, 
WOur Iſle has younger Titles ſtill in ſtore, 
aud when th' exhaufted Land can yield no more, 
our Line can force them from a foreign Shore, 
W The Name of Great, your Martial Mind will, ſui 
Yat Juſtice is your Darling Attribute: 
f all the Greeks, '*twas but I one Heroe's due, 
Wind, in him, Plutarch Prophecy'd of you. 
Prince's Favours but on Er can fall, 
Nut Juſtice is a Virtue ſhar'd by all. 
Some Kings the name of Conqu'rors have aſſum'd, 
Wome to be Great, ſome to be Gods preſum'd; _ 
it boundleſs Pow'r, and Arbitrary Luſt 
ade Tyrants ſtill abhor the Name of Juſt; - 
hey ſhun'd the Praiſe this God-like Virtue gives, 
nd fear'd a Title, that reproach'd their Liyes, 


; 
4 
; 
; 


- 


t Ariſtides, ſee his Life in Hlutatch. 
| | The 
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The Powr from which all Kings derive their Seq 
- Whom they pretend, ar leaſt, to unitate, 
Is equal both to punifi and reward j 
For few wou'd love their God, unleſs they fear'd. 


Reſiſtleſs Force and Immortalty | br 
Make but a Lame, Imperfect Deity: | 4 
Tempeſts have forge' unbounded- to'deflroy; N 
And Deathleis Being ev'n the Damn'd enj | ” 
And yet Heaven's Attributes, both laſt and firſt, A 
One without Life, and one with Life aceurſt; | 
But Juſtice is Heaven's Self,” fo ſtrickly He, C 

That cov'd it fail, the God-head cou'd not be. 5 
This Virtue is your' own; but Life and State C. 
Are one to Fortune ſubject, One to Fate: * 
Equal to all, you jaſtly' frown or ſmile, 1 

Nor Hopes, nor Fears your ſteady Hand beguile ; he 
Your ſelf our Ballance hold, che World's our Iſſe n 
da ods | he 
J 

_— 1 he 
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BV Mrs, ELTz, SINGER, : 5 
NN yet the crude Materials of the Earth d 
Were form'd; nor Time, nor Motion yet hei 

Nor yet one 0 7 ſpark of Light I Birte 
Glar'd thro' the dusky Shades of ancient Night; d 
Nor on the barren Waſtes of endlefs Space, 1 
As yet were circumſerib'd the. Bounds of Place: Wh 
When, at th'Almigbty's Word, from nothing fprings d 
"The firſt, confus'd Original of Things. | 
Whatever now the Heav'ns wide Arms embrace, ed 
Together then lay blended in a Maſs; _ J rh 
The Dull, the Active, the Refin'd, and Baſe, ad 
The: Cold, the Hot, the Temp'ratze, Moift, and Dry, aA 
All mingled in profound Diforderlye; Det 
In one prodigious undiſtinguiſn'd Heap, ich 
Th? extreameſt Contrarĩes of Nature fleep : | e 


Not 
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or yet the ſprightly Seeds of Fire aſcend, ; 
Nor downwards yet the pond'rous Atoms tend, 
A monſtrous Face the new Creation wears. 
And void of Order, Form, and Light, appears; 
WTill the Almighty Fiat, once again \ 
WW conounc'd, did Motion to each Part ordain. 
woke the tender Principles of Life, 
and urg'd the rowing Elemental Strife. 
\nd now Confuſions infinite ariſe, 
rom Nature's moſt remote Antipathies: 
Wut while againſt their furious Oppolites 
aich Hoſtile Atom all its Force unites, 
heir own lov'd Species, thro* the formleſs Maſs, 
ich am'rous Zeal officiouſly they trace, 
Ind join, and mingle in a ſtrict Embrace. 
he lively fhining, Particles of Light, a 
Wn dazzling Wings attempt their nimble Flight. 
W he fine tranſparent Air, with mighty Force, 
WT bro” Fix'd and Fluid, upward takes its Courſe, 
he grofſer Seeds with heayy Motion (preſs, , | 
nd meeting in the midſt, the Central Parts poſſeſs; 
While the united Waves, without Control, 


: bout the ſlimy: Surface 2 roll, y 


ill an Imperial Word their Force divides, 
nd lo! the Deep by ſmooth degrees ſubſides; 
dlo! the riſing, ſtately Mountains leave 
by eir oozy Beds: and lo! the Vallies cleave, 
ee congregated Waters to receive, 
pd down the ſinking Billows calmly go, ÞF 
rt to the Subterranean Caves below, . 
ad Part around the Hills in circling Currents flow, 
now the ſlimy, ſoft fermented Earth, 
par'd to give her various Species Birth, 
edient to the Voice, produces all 
W boundleſs Stores at her Creator's Call. 
ſudden Spring, at his Command aroſe, © 
d various Plants their yerdant, Tops diſcloſe ; 
a teeming Ground to riſing Groves gives way, 
ich Leaves and Bloſſoms inſtantly diſplay, © 
xo eV'ry Branch with tempting Fruit looks gay. 
WT or, V. I | | When 
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When he again, whoſe active Word fulfill'd 
Exactly all the mighty Things he will'd, 

Commands, and ſtrait the Heay*nly Arches riſe, 
And kindling Glories brighten all the Skies. | 

A ſudden Day with gaudy Luſtre gilds 

Th' cxpetidhd Air, the new-made Streams, and Fields; 

Ten thouſand ſprightly dazzling Lights advance, 

And trembling Rays in the wide Arber dance: 

The Sun, beyond them all immenſe and gay, 
Aſſumes the bright Dominion of the Day 

And whirling up the Skies with rapid force, 
Along the radiant Zone begins his deſtin'd Courſe, 
And now another Efficacious Word, | 

The Air, and Earth, and wat'ry Region ſtor'd : 

The num'reus Vehicles for Breath prepar'd, 

The mighty Summons of their Maker heard; 
And from the Boſom of their native Clay 
Sprung into Life, and caught the vital — 2 
Millions of footed Creatures range the Woods, 

Millions with Fins divide the Cryſtal Floods; 
Millions beſides, with wanton Liberty; 

On painted Wings riſe ſinging to the Sky. 

But laſt of all, two of a nobler Kind, 

After the brighteſt Model in his Mind, 

With Care the great Artificer deſign'd 2 

Beyond his other Works, compleat and fair, 

He form'd with ev'ry Grace the lovely Pair, 
Adorn'd with Beauty, crown'd with Dignity, 
Immortal, Godlike, Rational, and Free + 

Serene Impreſſions of a Stamp Divine, 

Upon their matchleſs Faces clearly ſhine : 

In deep Suſpence, and at themfelves amaz'd, 

With curious Eyes they on each other gaz'd; 

"Themſelves, and all che fair Creation reund, 

Survey, and ftill freſh Cauſe of Wonder found. 
For no, in their Primeval Luſtre 1 | | 

The Earth and Heay*ns their utmoſt Pride diſplay, 
/ The blazing Sun from his Meridian height, "0 

hro' ah unclouded Sky darts round his Aaming Light 


The 


— 
9 


: a 


In open Day look raviſhingly Fair, 

The bright Carnation, and the fragrant Roſe, 
Their Beauties freſh with Heay'nly Dey diſcloſe. 
The noble Amaranths ſhow their Purple Dye, 
Splendid, as that which paints the Morning Sky. 

Ten thouſand od'rous Flow'rs of various Hue, 

In ey'ry Shade and Plain, ſpontaneous grew; 

And down the ſmooth Deſcent of yerdant Hills, 
From Marble Fountains guſh a thouſand Rills; 
Thro' many a pleaſant Shade they murm'ring go, I 
And mingle with the larger Streams below, £ 


Which thro* the flow'ry Vallies ſoftly flow; 

And all along their lovely, ſpacious Banks, 

Immortal Trees are plac'd in equal Ranks, | 

Whoſe charming Shades might God himſelf delight, 

And Angels from their Heay*nly Bow'rs invite. 

Here gentle Breezes, from their fragrant Wings, 

Shed all the Odours of a thouſand Springs : 

Harmonious Birds among the Branches Lag, | 

And all the Groves with chearful Ecchoes ring. 
Hait —_— Maker of the Univerſe! 

My Song ſhall ftill thy glorious Deeds rehearſe : 

Thy Praiſe, whateyer Subje& others chaſe, 

Shall be the lofty Theam of my aſpiring Mufe, 


* 
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Wie ſwiftly down the Skies the Day deſcends, 

And riſing Night the Ev'ning Shade extends; 
While pearly Dews o'er-ſpread the fruitful Field, 
And cloſing Flow'rs refrel ing Odours yield, 
Let us beneath theſe gentle Shades recite 
What Love, and what the Rural Muſe indite: 

| I 2 7: Nor 


ſhe 
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The Fields, the Floods, and all th' ealighten'd Air, | 


dl 
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Ncr need we in this cloſe Retirement, fear 4 
Leſt liſt' ning Swains our am'rous Secrets hear. 1 
. ieee | r 

To ev*ry Shepherd I wou'd mine proclaim, 1 


Since fair Corinna is my ſofteſt Theam; 

A Stranger to the loofer Joys of Love, | z 
My Thoughts alone the Warmth of Friendſhip proye; C 
And, while its pure and ſacred Force I ing, TFT 
Chaſte Goddeſs of the Groyes, thy Succour bring, A 


AMARYLLIS. 
Propitious God of Love, my Breaſt inſpire - 


With all thy Charms, with all thy pleaſing Fire: 2 
Propitious God of Love, thy Succour bring, T 
While I thy Darling, thy Alexis ſing; WA. 


Alexis, as the op'ning Bloſſoms, Fair, 
Lovely as Light, Soft as the yielding Air; 
For him each Virgin ſighs, and on the Plains 
The matchleſs Youth without a Rival reigns ; 
With ſuch an Air, with ſuch a graceful Mien, 
No Shepherd dances on the flow'ry Green : 
Nor to the ecchoing Groves, and whiſp'ring Spring 
In ſweeter Strains the tuneful Co ve ſings. 


S ILSIA. 

Corinna's lovely as the breaking Day, 
And ſuch a chearful Light her Eyes diſplay: 
Where-e'er ſhe comes, all ſullen Care retires ; 
And ſprightly Joys, and Love, and gay Deſires, 
In ev:ry Breaſt the beauteous Nymph inſpires. 
But ohf methinks when ſhe no more appears, 
The Plain a dark and gloomy Proſpe& wears; 
In vain the Streams roll on, the Eaſtern Breeze 
Dances in vain among the trembling Trees: 
In vain the Birds begin their Ev'ning Song, 
And to the ſilent Night their Notes prolong, 
The Groves, the Cryſtal Streams, and verdant Fill A 
Corinna abſent, no Diverfions yield. 1 

AMARTYLLIS, 

Alexis abſent, all the penſive Day 

In ſome obſcure Retreat I ſigh away; 
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All Day to the repeating Caves complain 
In mournful Accents, and a dying Strain; 
W Dear, lovely Youth, I cry; and all around 

The flatt'ring Vales reſtore the tender Sound. 
| N GAY & + © 

On flow'ry Banks, to ev'ry murm'ring Stream, 
Corinna is my Muſe's conſtant Theam; 
ris ſhe that does my artleſs Thoughts refine, 
And with her Name my nobleſt Verſe ſhall ſhine. 
e | 
pl twine- freſh Garlands for Alexis“ Brows,, 
And conſecrate to him my ſofteſt Vows: 
WThe charming Youth” ſhall my Apollo prove, 

Adorn my Songs, and tune my Voice to Love. 


* 


— — 


— * 
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Praiſe of MEMORY]; inſcrib'd to the 
Honourable the Lady W ORSELY. 
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| P Eſt Gift that Heav'n's Indulgence cou'd beſtow !* 
D To thee our ſureſt Happineſs we owe; 
Thou all the flying Pleaſures doſt reſtore, 
EV hich, but for thee, bleſt Mem'ry, were no more: 
Wor we no ſooner graſp ſome frail Delight, 
Hut, ready for its Mak Aiag Flight, 
re we can call the haſty. Blifs our own, 
not retain'd by thee, it is for ever gone. 
Thou to the fond ſucceſsful Lover's Heart, 
W\ thouſand melting Raptures doſt impart; 
WV hen, yet more lovely than herſelf, and kind, . 
Thou bring'ſt his fancy'd Miſtreſs to his Mind; 
= he flatt'ring Image wears a livelier Grace, 
We ſofter Mien, an more inticing Face, 
| Thou from the flying Minutes doſt retrieve 
: The Joys, Chlerinda's Wit and Humour give; 
$7 I 3 Thoſe 


—— — 
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Thoſe Joys that 1 had once /poſleſs'd in vain, 
Did not A. Remembrance till. remain 3 

She ſpeaks, methinks; and all my Soul. inſpires, 
Brightens each Thought, and gives my Muſe new Fires; 
'Tis ſhe that lends my dariug Fancy Wings, 
Softens my Lyre, and tunes its war ling Strings. 

Thou only to the Guilty art ſevere, _ 
Who the Review of their paſt Actions fear; 


But to the Innocent and Virtuous Mind, 
Art ſtill propitious, ſmiling ſtill, and kind. 
To thee we all thoſe charming Pleafures owe, 
The Pleaſures that from gen'rons Actions flow, 1 
And they are ftilt the nobleſt we poſſeſs below. 
r ON TOILET SOR ETSY v 
be B 
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E T fragrant Eaſtern Breezes round thee play, 
JL And op'ning Bloſſoms ſtill adorn thy Way; 
Let bubbling Fountains murmur to thy Sleep, 
And Pan himſelf the while protect thy Sheep; 
Thy wanton Herds thro' verdant Paſtures ſtray, 
Paſtures like thee, all flouriſhing, and gay. 
And when with guiltleſs Sports, the Rival Swains 
For Rural Glory ſtrive upon the Plains, 
Still, brave Alexis, let the Prize be thine, 
And on thy Brows the faireſt Garland ſhine. 
9; c 
Unfading Wreaths. may'ſt thou, Myrzilla, gain, 
And deathſeſs Honours by thy Verſe obtain; 
May ſuch ſmooth Numbers warble from thy Tongue, 
As late the skilful Melibaws ſung. 


ws 


ie, 


Ro 
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MYR BUR GG: 
No ſuch ambitious Aim my Mind purſues, . 
Tis Love, ah charming Youth? inſpires my Muſe : 
Could I but pleaſe thee with my artlefs Lays, 
I proudly ſhou'd negle& all other Praiſe; 
Wou'dſt thou be grateful, ev'ry Grove, and Stream; 
And ſounding Vale, ſhou'd eccho with thy Name; 
Each Rock, each winding Cavern and Retreat, 
The ſoft inchanting Accents ſhou'd repeat: 
And if my Muſe Immortal Fame cou'd give, 
Thy Name in deathleſs Numbers ſhon'd ſurvive.. ' 
” © JP a = © wtoubbacdt | 
Secure from Fate, he needs no further crave, 
Who ſuch a laſting Monument may have: 
But oh! his oy ne*'er can ba improv'd, 
Who by the. bright Lycorts has been loy'd.. 
þ WTATILE 
Fond Vouth, in yonder folitary Shade, 
I ſaw Narciſſus with the perjur'd Maid; | 
A thouſand tender things ſhe look'd, and ſaid, 
W Her-raviſh'd HH upon his Beauty fed; 
W With Flow'rs bis graceful flowing Hair ſhe dreſt, 
Ind all her Smiles tumultuous Joys expreſs'd, 
. a 
What paſs'd before I ſaw my lovely Fair, 
Deſerves not now my Jealouſie or Care: 
N Had I at firft the gentle Charmer known, 
he had been conſtant then, and all my own. 


— 
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gs Ihe CON X N T. 
| Written by the Right Honourable the EAA 1. of | 
 *MVUVL GRAVE. | 

: 2 Ejected as true Converts die 

5 But ar with fervent Thoughts inflam'd ; 
So, Faireſt, at your Feet I lye, * | 
Of all my Sex's Faults aſham'd. - 

I OO I 4 Too 
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| Too long, alas, have I defyd 
The force of Loye's almighty Flame. 


Ad eben (dialed den. 
His Godhead, as an empty Bape. 


But, ſince ſo freely I confeſs | | 
A Crime, which ma your Scorn produce; 
Allow me now to make it leſs, 

By any juſt, and fair Excuſe. 


I chen dig vulgar Joys purſue ; 
Variety was all my Bliſs, 

But ignora 1 Love, and you, 
How could I chuſe but PA amiſs 2. 


If ever now. my wand'ring Eyes 
Search out Temptations, as before; 
If once I look, but to deſpiſe 
Their Charms, and un yours the more: 


May ad Me and guilty Shame, 
Revenge your Wrongs on faithleſs me; 

And, what I tremble ey'n to Name, 
May I _ all, in loſing Thee, 


— — 
yy > 
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Ighing and Janguiſhing I lay, 
8 A Sanger . to all Delight ; 


* in tedious Thoughts the Day, 
And with unquiet Dreams the Night, 


For your dear ſake, my only Care | 
Was how, my; conſtant —— to Webs 

And ever drooping with Deſpair, 
Neglected * the World beſide. 
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Till, like ſome Angel from Above, 
four Mercy came. to my Relief; 
And then I found the Joys of Love, 
= Can make Amends for all the Grief. 


| WThoſe pleaſing Hopes I now purſue, 
Might al, f you cou'd prove unjuſt; 
ut Promiſes from Heav'n, and you, 
Who is ſo impious to miſtruſt: 


ere all my Doubts and Troubles end; 
W That tender Sigh my Soul aſſures; 

or am 1 yain, ſince I depend, 

Not on my own Deſert, but yours. 
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IKE Children in a ſtarry Night, 
LPphen I beheld thoſe Eyes before, 
= 2az'd with Wonder, and Delight, 
Inſenſible of all their Pow'r. 


play'd about the Flame ſo long, 

At length I felt the ſcorching Fire; 
ly Hopes grew weak, my Paſſion ſtrong, , 
And L lay dying with Deſire. 


all the help of Human Art, 

I juſt recover'd ſo much Senſe, . 

to avoid, with heavy Heart, 

W The Fair, but Fatal Influence.) 

* * 4 ' 
r, ſince you ſhine-away: Deſpair; -. 
And now myiSighs. no longer ſhun, . 
o Perſian in bis zealous Pray'r, 

So much. adores the Riſing Sun. 


Til, | Mi. fi 
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If once again my Vows difpleaſe, | 
There never was ſo loſt a Lover; 

In Love, that languiſhing Diſeaſe, mE 
A ſad Relapſe we ner recover. 


* 111 Lada. ib. Mit at. r 
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An ODE on My. Henry Por 
CEL L's Death. 


Gn Angels ſnatch'd him eagerly on hig h; 
as; Come they — ſin ing. and ſoaring hfoigh the 
Teaching his New-fle Red Soul to fly, Sky, 
While we, alas, did plung'd in Sorrow lye. 
He went muſing all along, 
And new compos' 4 their Heav'nly Song. 
Awhile his skilful Notes loud Hallelujahs,drown'd 
But ſoon they, ceas'd their own, te cateh his pleaſing 
Sound; 
Then, with Divine Tranſport, eccho'd it all around; 
And David's tuneful Lyre improy'd the Harmony; 
David, in Sacred Story ſo Renown'd, 


No leſs for Muſick, for Poetry. 
Oh Genius moſt fublime in either Art!? 
Crown'd with 2 ſurpaſſing all Deſert! 


A Man juſt after God's own Heart! 
If Human Cares are lawful to the Bleft, 
Already ſettled in Eternal Reſt, 5 
Needs muſt thou wiſh, that Purcell only might. 
Have liv'd to Set whatever thou didſt Write. 
For, ſure, the noble Thirſt of Fame 
In our frail Body never dies, 
But with the Soul aſcends che Skies, 
rom whence at firſt it came. 
'Tis not the ſlighteſt: Proof we have, 
That part of us ſurvives the Grave, 
And in our Fame below ſtill bears a ſhare + 
Why is the: Future elſe fo much our Care, 
| E v'n in our lateſt Moment of Deſpair ? 
And Death itſelf deſpis'd by all the Wile, and mm 
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Oh, all ye es Harmonious. — _ A 

oſe only happy Bus'neſs is to Love, and to A ; 

1 — Nh — from your peaceful Bower, 
On wretched Men perplex'd; i 

And ever, ever vex'd 8 

With anxious Care of Trifles, Wealth, and Pow'r. 

In our rough Minds due Reyerence 'infuſe 

For ſweet melodious Sounds, and” ey'ry artful Muſe. 

Muſick improves. our Nature, and inſpires | 

Nothing but elevated Thoughts and gentle ſoft Deſires. 
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O” how I languiſh! W hat-a-ſtrange,.. 

Unruly, fierce Deſire ? | 

My Spirits feel ſome wond'rous Change, 
My Heart is all on Fire, | 


Now all my wiſer Thoughts, away; 
In vain your Tale ye tell We 

Of patient Hopes, and dull Delay; 
Love's Foppiſh Part, farewel. 


* * one Week's Delay wou'd give 

|| that my. Wiſhes. move; 

Oh! who ſo long a time can live, 
Stretch'd on the Rack, on Love? 


Her Soul, perhaps, is too ſublime 
To like lach ſlayilh Fear; . 
Diſcretion, Nudence, all is Crime, 

If once condemn'd. by her. 


When Honour does the Soldier call” 
| To ſome unequal Fight, 

Neſolv'd to Conquer, or to Fall, 
Before bis General's Sight; 
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Advanc'd the happy Heroe lives: 40 

Or if IIl Fate deniess, Lil era 
her noble Raſhneſs: Heav'n forgives, 1. 

And gloriouſly'he 1 nad ö r ot) 


— 


— 
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Rom Wars, and Plagues, come no fuch Harms, 
As from a Nymph ſo full of Charms 2 

So much Beauty in her Face, 

In her Motions ſuch a Grace; 

In her kind inviting Eyes 

Such a ſoft Inchantment lyes, 

That we pleaſe our ſelves too ſoon, 

And are with vain Hopes undone. 

After all her Softneſs, we 

Are but Slaves, while ſhe is free, 

Free, alas, from all Deſire, 

Unleſs to ſet the World on Fire. 

Thou, Fair Diſſembler, doſt but thus 

Deceive the World, as well as us: 

Like ſome ancient Herot: thou 

Wou'dſt rather force Mankind to bow, © 
And venture round the World to roam, 

Than govern with Content at home: 

But truſt me, Celia, truſt me when 

The Muſe herſelf infpires my Pen; 
A Minute ſpent in Love, out-weighs . : 
Whole Years of Univerſal Praiſe; 

And one Adorer kindly us'd, _ 

Gives truer Joys than Crouds refus- d. 

For what does Youth and Beauty aver. 
Why more than all your Sex deſerye ? 
Why {ſuch ſoft alluring Arts 
To catch our Eyes, and charm our Hearts? 
By our Loſs you nothing gain : | 
un you Love, you Pleaſe in vain. 


BRUTUL 
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7 Xcellent Brutus, of all Human Race. 

The beſt, till Nature was improv'd by Grace, 
Till Men above themſelves Faith raiſed more, 
Than Reaſon above Beaſts, before; 

Virtue was thy Life's Center, and. hy chess. 
Did ſilently nm conſtantly Diſpence 

The gentle yigorous Influence 
To all the wide and fair Circumſerence: 

And all the Parts upon it lean'd ſo eaſi ly, 
Obey'd the mighty Force {0 willingly, 
That none cou'd. Diſcord or, Diſorder. f. ſee: 

In all their Contrariety. | 
Fach had his Motion natural and free, | fonts bes! 
And the Whole no, more mov'd, than the Whole World. 


II. 

From thy ſtrict Rule ſome think that thou ddſt ſwerve 
(Miſtaken Honeſt Man) in Cæſar's Blood | 
What. Mercy cou'd the Tyrant's Life deſerve, 

From him who kill'd Himſelf, rather than Eeva 

Th' Heroick Exaltations of Good ; 


Are ſo far from Under ſtood, 
We count them Vice: Alas, our Sight s ſo ill, 
That things which ſwifteſt Move, ſeem to fans Hill, 
We look not upon Virtue in her height, 
On her Supream Idea brave and bright, 
In the Original Ligbt:- 
But as her Beams reflected paſs 
Through our own Nature, or ill Cuſtom's Glaſs, 
And 'tis no wonder ſo, 
If with dejected Eye 
In, ſtanding Pools we ſeek the Sky, 
That Stars ſo high above ſhould ſeem to us below] 
ELL. :*, 
Can we ſtand by and ſee | | 
Our Mother Robb'd, and We and Raviſh'd be, 
rd Yet 
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| Yet, not to her Aſſiſtance ſtir, _ | 

Pleas'd with the Srength\and Beauty of the Raviſher + 

Or ſhall we fear to kill him, if * | | 
The Cancelld Name of Friend he bore} 
Ingrateful Brutus do they call?! 

Ingrateful Ceſar, Who'con'd Rome enthral! 

An Act more barbarous and nnnataral © 

(In th' exact Ballance of true Virzne try'd) n 

Than his Succeſſor Nero Parritid ee 


Ld 


There's none but Brutus cou'd deſerve = 
That all Men elſe ſhou'd \wiſh to ſerve, 
And Ceſar's uſurp'd Place to him ſhou'd proffer; 
None can deſerve't but he who wou'd refuſe the Offer. 
e 041.42 ge. 
Ill Fate aſſum'd a Body thee t affright, ey” 
And wrap'd it ſelf th*Terrors of the Night, 
PH meet thee: at Philippi, ſaid the Spright, 
* * Tl. meet thee there, ſaidſt Thou, | 
With ſuch a- Voice, and ſuch a Brow, 
As put the, trembling Ghoſt to ſudden Flight, 
It vaniſh'd as a Taper's Light 


4 


Goes out when Spirits appear in ſight, 


One wou'd have thought t had heard the Morning Crou, 
Or ſeen her well-appointed Star | 
Coming marching up the Eaſtern-Hitl afar, _ 
Nor durſt it in, Philippi's Field appear, 
Zut unſeen attack'd thee there. 


9 


Had it preſum'd in any Shape thee to oppoſe, 


Thou wou'dſt have forc'd it back upon 
Or flain't like Cæſar, though it be | 
A Conqueror and a Monarch mightier far than He. 
| V. 


Y Foes 2: 


What Joy can Human things to us afford. 
When we ſee periſh thus, by odd Events, 
Il Men, and wretched Accident, 
The beſt Cauſe and beſt Man that ever drew a Sword! 
When we ſee 3 N | 
The falſe Octavius, and wild Antonie, 
Gad-like Brutus, Conquer Thee; 
What can we ſay, but thine one Tragick Word, * 
| | 28 at: 
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t Virtue, which had worſhipp'd been. by thee. 
Ache moſt ſolid Got, and greateſt Buy,” x | 
_ = unter, became i 1 $ 
| only, a ud a Nam??? I 
Hold, foble Bruns, and reſtrain © 
The bold: Voice: of thy generous' DONS: 5 
Theſe migh Rs are yet v8 © 


Too dee 10 r 725 and FROM ol 
The bee Kr end k alreay which + oY 


Stiff _ when, offers to Rebel: | 
vie theſe! ok Secrets ſhall unſeal, 
And: new- Philoſophers reveal. 
\ few Years more; fo ſoon hadft thou 100 wy. 
V ould haye confounded Hamann Virtue's pfide, 
And ſhew'd thee a God place th 4. 
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4 ODE on Bacre 


5 \ 
— Si quid novi i rectius iftis, | ur 
Caudidus imperii; ſi, non, his utere mecum. 


FT Is ſaid, that Favourite, Mankind, 
Was made the Lord of all below r 
But yet the Doubtful are concern'd to 4. | 
'Tis only one Man tells another fo. 
And for this vaſt Dominion here, 
Which over other Beaſts we claim, 
Reaſon, our beſt Ctedential does appear, 
By which indeed we Domineer; 
But how abfurdly, we may ſee with Shame. 
Reaſon, that olemn Triffe! light as Air! 
Movd with each blaſt of Cenſure, or Applauſe, 
By partial Love away tis blown; 
Or the leaſt Prejudice can weigh it down; 
Thus our high Privilege becomes our Snare. 
In any nice, and weighty Cauſe, 
How wav'ring are the Viſeſt! yet the Grave 
impoſe on that {mall Judgment which we have, 
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In Works of Fes whoſe Names baye;ſpread ſo wide; 
| SF 4A 3 18 
And ey'n the force of Time defyſd. 


Some Falings yet maybe deſcry d. | 
Among the reſt, with Wonder be. it tol 
That Brutus is-ador'd for Ceſar's Deathz, , 
By which he ſtill ſurvives in Fame's Immortal Breath; 
Brutus-!.ey'n He, of. all the reſt , 
In whom, we they 8. fig 26ve. © maſt deteſt, 
Is of Mankind. eſteem'd the;beft!. 
As Snow deſcending from ſome. lofty Hill, 
Is by its rolling Courſe, augmenting ſtill; 
So from Illuſtrious Authors down has roll'd 
Tilt now, that Rey'rence he xeceiy'd of old; 
Still ev'ry Age adds a. profound Eſteem, 
And gild their Eloquence with Praiſe of him. 
But Truth unyail'd,. like à bright Sun appears, 
To Shine away this heap of ſev'nteen hundred Years, 


Wo at 7\ 
' "wif 


Cn 

In vain *tis urg'd by an IIluſtrious Wit, * 
(To whom I otherwiſe ſubmit) 

That Czſar's Life no'Pity cou d deſerve | 
From one who kill'd himſelf, rather than ſerve. 
Had Brutus choſe rather himſelf to ſlay, _ 

Than any Maſter to Pte | 3 

Happy fon Rome. had been that noble Pride: [dy'd :- 
The World had then remain'd in Peace, and only Brutus 

For he, whoſe Virtue wou'd diſdain to own. 

Subjection to a Tyrant's Fro-ẽw.. 

And his own Life had rather end, [his Friend. 

Wou'd ſure, much rather kill himſelf, than only hurt 

To his own Sword in rn 

Brutus indeed at laſt did yield; | 
But in thoſe Times ſuch Actions were not rare, 
And then proceeded only from Peſpair: 

Elſe, he perhaps had choſe to liye, 

In hopes another Cæſar would forgive; | 

That ſo he might for Publick Good, once more, 
Conſpire againſt, a Life which had ſpar'd his before. 


* Mr, Cowley, IV. Our: 
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IV.. 
Our Country claims, indeed, our chiefeſt Care; 
And in our Thoughts deſerves the tend'reſt ſhare ; 
Her to a thouſand Friends we ſhow'd prefer, 
But not betray em, tho” it be for her. 
Hard is his Heart whom nc Deſert can move, 
A Wife, a Miſtreſs, or à Friend to Love, 
Above whate'er he does beſides enjoy; 

But may he for their Sakes his Sire, or Sons deſtroy ? 
Sacred be all the Tyes of publick Good; ' 
We to our Country owe our deareſt Blood; 

To ſuffer in her Service, were a Bliſs, 
And ev'n to fall; the nobleſt Fate that is 
So brave a Death, tho“ in Youth's early Bloom, 
Is above all: the longeſt- Life to come; 8 
But 'tis not, ſurely, of- ſo great Renown, 
To take another's, as to loſe our own :- 
Of all that's ours we cannot give too much, 
But what belongs to une k Oh! 'tis Sacrilege to- 


V. (touch. 
Can we ſtand by unmov'd,. and ſee R 
Our Mother robb'd, and raviſh'd ? Can we be 
Excus d, if in her Cauſe we neuer ſtir,, A 
Pleas'd with the Strength and Beauty of the Raviſher 2- 
Thus Sings our *-Bard with almoſt Heat Divine; 
'Tis pity that his Thought was not as ftrong, as fine; 
Wou'd it more juſtly did the Caſe cure | 
Or that its Beauty, and its Grace were leſs. 
(Thus a looſe Nymph ſometimes we ſee; 
Who ſo charming ſeems to be, | 
That, jealous of a. ſoft · Surprize, . -;- | | 
We ſcarce dare truſt our eager Eyes.) 3 
So dangerous an Ambuſh to eſcape, | 
We. ſhall not plead a willing Rape; 
A Valiant Son wou'd be provok'd the more; 
A Force we therefore muſt confeſs, but ated long before) 
A Marriage ſince did intervene, 


With all the ſolemn, and the ſacred Scene; 


1. Mr, Cowley. 
Loud 
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18 Tie Frrrm Pant of 
Loud was the Hymenean Song, 
The violated * Dame walk'd ſmilingly along, 
And in the midſt of the moſt ſacred Dance, 
As it enamour'd of his Sight. 
Often ſhe caſt a kind admiring Glance 
Qn the bold Struggler for Delight: 
Who afterwards appear d ſo moderate and cool, 
As if for Publick Good alone he ſo aſpir'd to Rule, 
24202 Es | 
But, oh! that this were all the Muſe can urge 
Againſt a Roman of ſo great a Soul! 
And that fair Truth permitted us to purge 
His Fact of what appears fo foul! 
Friendſhip, that ſacred and ſublimeſt Thing! 
The nobleſt Quality, and chiefeſt Good! 
| (In this baſe Age ſcarce underſtood) 
Inſpires us with unuſual Warmthits injur'd Rites to ſing, 
(ft, ye Angels, whoſe Immortal Bliſs, 
_ © /Tho* more refin'd, chiefly conſiſts in this! | 
How plainly your bright Thoughts to one another ſhine! 
Oh! how ye all agree in Harmony Divine! 

The Courſe of mutual Love with equal Teal ye run, 
A Courſe as far from any End, as when at firſt begun. 
'You ſaw, and ſmil'd on this moſt worthy Pair, 
Who did betwixt them both ſo many Virtues ſhare; 

Some: which belong to Peace, and ſome to Strife, 
Thoſe of a calm, and of an active Life, 
That all the Excellence of Human Kind, 
Concurr'd to make of both but one united Mind; 
Which Friendſhip did fo faſt and cloſely bind, 
Not the leaſt Cement cou'd appear, by which their Souls 
NS were join'd, 
That Tie which holds our Mortal Frame, 
Which poor unknowing We a Soul and Body name, 
Seems not a Compoſition more Divine, 
Or more abſtruſe than all that does in Friendſhip ſhine, 
2051: MI. | 


From mighty Caſar's boundleſs Grace, 
Brutus indeed his Life receiy d; 5 


. Nome. 
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But Obligations, tho“ ſo great beliey'd, 
We count. but flight in ſuch a Caſe, _ 
Where Friend ſhip fo poſſeſſes all the Place, 
There is no room for Gratitude ; fince he [can be. 
Who ſo obliges, is more pleas'd, than his ſay'd Friend 
Juſt in the midſt of all this noble Heat, > 
While their great-Hearts did both ſo kindly beat, 
That it amaz'd the Lookers on, 
And forc'd them to ſuſpe& a Father and a Son; 
(Yet here ev'n Nature's ſelf did ſeem to be outdone} 
From ſuch a 8 unprovok'd to fall, 
Is Crime enough; but oh, that ſuch a Crime were all 
Which does, with too much Cauſe, ungrateful Brutus 
—_ be. 1 - 977 2151. 0: fellh 
He calmly laid a long Deſign 5% 
leid bis beſt me re ied; 
Did all his Care and Credit bend 
To Spirit others up, to work his barb'rous End 
Himſelf the Center where chey all did ſoin. 
Caſar, mean-time, fearleſs; and fond of him, 
Was as induſtrious all the while t 
To give ſuch ample Marks of his Eſteem 
As made the Graveſt Romans ſmille 
To ſee with how much eaſe Love can the Wiſe beguile. 
For he, whom Brutus doom'd to bleed, 
Did, ſetting his own Race aſide, 
No leſs a thing for him provide, 

Than to the World's great Empire to ſucceed : 
Which we are bound in Juſtice to alloẽ-wZ . 
Is All- ſufficient Proof to ne 
That Brutus did not ſtrike for his own faken 
\nd if, alas, he fail'd, !twas only by Miſtakxke. 


*.Caſar was ſuſpefied te have begotren Brutus, 
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An Evizars,s on age Lach 8 
| By Mr.. Darvek, 


Fan, King, and True, a Treaſure 0 one 
A Wife, a Miſtreſs, and a Friend in one; 
Reſt in this Tomb, rais'd at thy Husband's coſt, 
Here ſadly; ſumming, what he had, and loſt. 

Come Virgins, ere in equal Bands you join, 
Come firſt ande offer at her ſacred Shrine; 
Pray but for half the Virtues .of this Wife, 1. 
Compound for all the reſt; with longer Life. 
And wiſh your Vows like bers may A return'd, 
So Lov'd when "yy n ae Dead ſo Mourn'd, 


— — — 


An EPpIT APH on Sir PA Fair 
BONE's. Tomb in WeſtminſtereAbby. 


Sacred to — Alone of Sif Palmes Faitbone 
Knight, Governor of "Tangier; in Execution of which 
Command, he was — wounded *by A Shot from 
the Moors, then Beſieging the Ton, in the Forty Nh 
Tear of his Age. October 4 75 e * 

jt 


0 the ſame Hand. viſt 0 

E ay Nelicks which our Marble keep, 

Here undiſturb'd by « Wars in quiet ſleep : 
Diſcharge the Truſt which when it vas below 
Fairbone s, untlaunted Soul did undergo, _ 
And be the Town's Palladium from the Foe, 
Alive and dead*theſe Walls he will defend, 
Great Actions great Exam les muſt attend. 
The Candian 5 e his early Valour knew, 
Where Turkiſh Blo od did his young Hands imbrew. 
From thence returning wich deſerv'd Applauſe, 
* the Moors his well-fleſtd Sword he draws; 


he ſame the Courage, and the ſame the Cauſe, D 


* 
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His Youth and Age, his Life and Death combine, 

As in ſome great and regular Deſign, 
All of a Piece throughout, and all Divine. | | 
Still nearer Heaven his Virtues ſhone more bright, , 
Like riſing Flames expanding in their height, 8 
The Martyr's Glory Crown'd the Soldier's Fight. 
More bravely Britiſh General never fell, 

Nor General's Death was e'er reveng'd ſo well, 
Which his pleas'd Eyes beheld before their cloſe, 
Follow'd by thouſand Victims of his Foes, 

To his lamented Loſs for time to come, 

His pious Widow Conſecrates this Tomb. 


1 


Good Counſel to a young Maid. 
By T. CARE W, Eſq; 


Hen you the Sun-burnt Pilgrim ſee, 
Fainting with Thirſt, haſte to the Springs; 
Mark how at firſt with bended Knee | 
He courts the cryſtal Nymphs, and flings 
His Body to the Earth; where he 
Proſtrate adores the flowing Deity. 


But when his ſweaty Face is drencht 
In her cool Waves, when from her ſweet 
Boſom his burning Thirſt is quench'd; | 
Then mark how with diſdainful Feet 
He kicks her Banks, and from the place 
That thus refreſti'd him, moves with ſullen pace. 


So ſhalt thou be deſpis'd, fair Maid, 

When by the ſated Lover taſted; 
What firſt he did with Tears inyade, 

Shall afterwards with Scorn be waſted; 

When all the Virgin-ſprings grow dry, 
When no Streams ſhall be left, but in thine Eye. 
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My LORD, . "12'S. th | 


I HE Commanas, with which You ho 
ubour d me ſome Months ago, are now 
perform d : They had been ſooner ; but 
ae Wart il Health, fome Buſineſs, and 
many Troubles, I was ford to wr. 
inn them till this time. Ovid, f r. Ae. 
his Baniſament, and Writing from on & ard 
to bis Friends, excus'd the 5 ulis of bis Pe by 
bis Misfortunes ; ; and told them, that good Verſes 
never flow, but from a ſerene and compor'd Spirit. 
Wi, which is a kind of Mercury, with Wings fe- 
den' d to his Head and Heels, can fly but ſlowly, 
s damp Air. ¶ therefore choſe rather to Obey You 
ate than ill: if as leaſt I am capable of Writing any 
pbing, at any time, which is worthy Your Peruſal 
wma Your Patronage. I cannot ſay that I have e- 
caf'd from a Shipwreck; but have only gain'd a Rock 
by bard Swimming; where 1 may pant a while and 
ther breath: For the Dodtors, give me a ſad Aſ- 
TH * my en r nes its nes of any 
OL, * N 


DE DICATION. 
> but with a purpoſe: to return. However, » 
Lord, Ebave had hold 2 Interval, and man 7 
#he fall Stock which Age has left me, to the 2% 
advantage, 1 this inconſiderable ſervict 
ts my Lady's Memory. We, who. are Prieſis of Apol. 
lo, have not the Inſpiration when we pleaſe; but muſ 
Wait till the God comes ruſhing on us, and invade; 
us with. a fury, aubiab Wer are tot able to reſiſt: 
which gives us double Strength while the Fit continues 
and leaves us langui ſping and ſpent, at its departure, 
Les. ne not ſtem to hoaſt, my Lori, for I have real 
Felt it on this Occafion; and prophecy'd beyond ny 
natural Power. Let me add, and hope to be beliew'd, 
that the Excellency of the Subject contributed mutt 
0 the Happineſs of the Execution: (And that the 
weight of thirty Years was taken off me, whilel 
aun turitiug. I ſevont with: the Dari and the Wa 
ter under me was buoyant. The Reader will ea 
_ ekſerve, that: { was. tranſported, by. the: multitnue ani 
varieiy of my Similitndat; which are generally th 
7 | 1 22 8 wantonneſs if 
Hit. Had I call d ia my ent to my aſſiſtance, 
{ had certainly e many N But I d. 
feng them x. oh ov = for — * * 
mog ft betier ſort o  Griteques': Fe 'W 
Poem, t a — call Heron 
Verſe, ir of the-Pindarique nature, as. well: in th 
Tbonghit as the Expreſſion; and at ſuc h, require: 11 
fame grains of allozwance for it. It: was mtended,u 
Tour Lardfſoip: fees. in the. Title,. nut for an Elegih 
8 A. kind of Apocheaſis, indeed; 
if a Heatben 4 ord may be applied\to 4 Chriſtian 10 
Aud on all Occaſious f Pratſe, if we tale the Aua 
ents for. our Pauter mt, tue are bommd by Preſcripuin 
za employ the magnificence. f Words, and the force 
Figures, to adurmthe ſublimity.of Thoughts. 11ocratd 
azeng/t the Grecian, Orators, aud Cicero, and il 
; . jounge 
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ger P nung ft 'the Rotnins, Fave left u. 
Ben Preredents for au ſecntity * For 1 think I need 
wot mention the inwittable Plndat, who ftretchesr on 
theſe Pinions" out f för, and is carried award, 
is it were” ard" another Wart fl 


orld. © © 
Di at beaſt my Lord, I may bp plead, that 
F have 5 md fo we 4 Ab I Baus, 
yet have u my beſt” endeavours to excel my ſel. 
04% Diſatvantape' I have had, which is, never to 
have known N "wy ES Aud to draw the Li- 
meaments of her Mind, 105 "the Deſcription which 
I'bzve trceit'd from others, is fir a Painter to ſet 
himſelf at work withone the livin r Original before 
Aim. N hiah the more beautiful it is will be ſo much 
the more Affen for him to conceive; when' he has 
00% a Relation given him of ſuch and ſuch Features 
an Achudintance of a Friend: without the Nice 
dthes which give the beſt Reſemblance, and make 
the Graces of the Picture. very IP 1s apt e- 
00h io flatter himſelf (and I among ſt the reſt) that . 
therr own otalar Obſervations would have diſcover'd 
more Perfe1ont, at leaſt others, than have been de- 
liver'd to them : Though I have receiv'd mine from 
the beſt Hands, that is, from Perſons who neither 
wan? 4 juft Under (Panding of my Lady's Worth, nor 
4 due Ow for her Memory. $ | 
Dockor Donne, the greateſt Wit, though not the 
| greateſt Poet ef our Nation, acknowledges, that he 
ad never ſeen Mrs." Drury, whom he bas made Im- 
mortal iu bis admirable Anniverſaries. I have had 
the ſame Fortune; though I have not ſucceeded to the 
ſame Genius. However, I have follow'd his Footfleps 
in the Defign'of his. Panegyrick; which was to raiſe 
an Emulation in the Living, to Copy out the Exam- 
ple of the Dead. And therefore it was, that I once 
intended to have call'd this Poem the Paitern: And 
though on @ ſecond C A” aa: I chang'd the Title 
| 2 ; 110 
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nene my Conſcience, if I gave not Your 


DD TTD 
intb tbe Name of that Illuſtriom: Perſon, yet the De. 
fign contiunes, and Eleonora is ſtill the Pattern of 
; Obey, Devotion and Humiliy ; af the beſt Wife, 
the beſt Mother," and the beſt of Friends. . MY 

And now, my Lord, though 1 have endeavonr'd to 
auſwer Your Conte 3. yet 1 cou d not anſwer.it 10 


Lordſbip my Teſtimony of being the beſt Husband now 
re! if oy (4 Teſtimony 75 or the Praiſe if 
it, is given Nu by Tour Fol hey who deſpiſe the 
Rules of Virtue both in their Practicr aud their Mo- 
rals, will think this a very trivial Commenaation, 
But I think it the peculiar Happineſs of the Counteſi 
ef Abingdon, zo have been 1 truly * Ton, 
while ſhe was living, and ſo gratefully honor d, af. I 
fer ſhe was dead. Few there are who have either 95 
Had or cou d have ſuch a Loſs; and yet fewer who fe 
carried their Love and Conſtaucy beyond the Grave. fe 
| The exteriors of Mourning, a decent Funeral, al 4: 
black Habits, are the. uſual ſtints of common Hu- be 
© bands: and perhaps their Wives. deſerve no better P. 
than to be mourn'd with Hypocriſie, and forgot with 
Eaſe. But you have aiftinguifſh'd yonrſelf Bon r- 
dinary Lovers, by a real and laſting Grief for tht 
Deceat d: And by endeavouring to raiſe for her tht 
moſt durable Monument, which is that of Verſe. Ani 
ſo it wauld have provd, if the Workman had bee 
equal to the Work, and your Choice of the Artificer, 
4 happy as your Deſign. Tet, as Phidias when bt 
had made the Statue of Minerva, con'd not forbeat 
to ingrave bis own Name, as Author of the Piece: 
ſo give me leave to hope, that 2 Subſcribing mine i 
this Poem, I may live by the Goddeſs, and tranſmil 
my Name to Poſterity by the Memory of Hers. 'Ti 
#0 Flattery to aſſure Your Lordſhip, that ſhe is it 
. member'a in the preſent Age, by all who bave hat 


the 
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tbe Honour of ber Converſation and Acquaintance v 


And that I have never been in any Company fince 
the News of her Death was firſt brought me, where 


have not'extolPd her Virtues; and even ſpoken 


ſame things. of her in Profe, which I have done 


I therefore thint my ſelf oblig d to thank Par 


Lordſhip for the Commiſſion which you have given 
me: How I have acquitted my ſelf of it, muſt be 
left to the Opinion of the World, in ſpight of any 
Proteſtation, which I can enter againſt the preſent 
Age, as Incompetent, or corrupt Fadges. For my Com- 
fort they are but Engliſhmen, and as ſuch, if they 
Think ill of me To- S they are incouſtant enough 
1% Think well of me To-morrow. And after all, 
I have not much to thank my Fortune that I was 
born amongſ# them. The good of both Sexes are ſo 
few, in England, that they ſtand like Exceptions a- 
gainſt General Rules: And though ene of them has 
deſerd'd a greater Commenaation than I con'd give 
ber, they have taken care that I ſhould not tire my 
Peu, with frequent exerciſe onthe like Subjects; that 
Praiſes, like Taxes,. ſbou'd be 8 : and 
left almoſt as Individual as the Perſon. They ſay 
my Talent is Satyr; if it be ſo, tit fruitful Age; 
and there is an extraordinary Crop +* noun 4 ut 
« fingle Hand is inſufficient for ſuch a Harveſt: They 
bave ſown the Dragons Teeth themſelves, and ig 
but juſt they ſbould reap each other in Lampoons. 
Va, my Lord, who have the Character of Honour, 
though "tis not my * 9 to know. You, may ſtand 
aſide, with the ſmall Remainders of the Engliſh 
Nobility, truly ſuch, and, unburt your ſelves, behold 
the mad Combat. If I have pleas'd Yon, and ſome 
few others, I have obtain d my end. You ſee I have 


dſabled my ſelf like an ——_ Speaker of the Houſe ; 
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EDFCAT ION; 
I bave nudertaken the Charge; end find 
Safficrenily recompeuc d by the Honour. 


D 
urdon 


1 Be leat d 40 ac ent of theſe my unn Labours, 


this Paper Manument; aud let ber Prons Memory, 
Which J am Jute 15 Sacred 4% Vow, wat only lead 
the Pardon of my many Faults, but gain me Nur 
Pratedhiow, which is anthitionſly fought by, 
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E LE ONORA:: A Panegyrical Poem, 
Dedicated to the Memory of the late 
Counteſs of ABINGDON. 


s when ſome Great and Gracious Mo- 
NG We: narch dies, 
Y g ANCE * 


2 Soft Whiſpers, firſt, and mournful 
FE 5 Murmurs riſe | | 

BILE YE — Among the ſad Attendants; then the 
= Ne . | ' 
| Sound | | 
Soon gathers Voice, and ſpreads the News around, 
Through Town and Country, till the dreadful b 

Is blown to diftant Colonies at laſt; i 

Who, chen perhaps, were offering Vows in vain, 


For his long Life, and for his happy Reign: 
80 bea Degrees, unwilling Fame 8 | 


Did Mate Eleonora's Fate proclaim, | 
'Till publick as the Lofs, the News became. 

The Nation felt it, in th' extremeſt Parts; 
With Eyes.o'erflowing, and with ng Hearts : 
But mok the Poor, whom daily ſhe upp y'd; 
Beginning to be fuch, but when fhe dy d. 

For, while ſhe liv'd, they ſlept in Peace by Night; 
Secure of Bread, as-of returning Light; 

\nd, with ſuch firm Dependance on the Day, 

hat Need pamper d, and forgot to pray; 
do ſure the Dole, ſo ready at their Call, 

hey ſtood prepar'd to ſee the Manna fall, 
Such Multitudes ſhe fed, ſhe eloath'd, fhe nurſt, 
What ſhe, herſelf, might fear her wanting firſt. . , 
Dt her 3 other ſive ſhe _ 

eaven, that had la iv'n, was largely pay'd : * 
ind in few. Lives, — — few, — Ply : 
Fortune better fitted to the Mind. 


'K4- Nor 


) 
* 


Nor did her Alms from Oſtentation fall, ; 
Or proud defire of Praiſe ; the Soul gave all: 


5 All in the Compaſs of her Sphere, ſhe drew: 


The diſtant heard, by Fame, her pious Deeds; 


For Zeal like kers, her Servants were too ſlow; 


Sure ſhe had Gueſts ſometimes to entertain, 
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Unbrib'd it gave; or, if a Bribe appear, 

No leſs than Heaven; to heap huge Treaſures there, 
Want-paſs'd-for Merit, at her open Door, 

Heaven ſaw, he ſafely might increaſe his Poor, 

And truſt their Suſtenance with her ſo well, 

As not to be at charge of Miracle. | 

None cou'd be needy, whom ſhe ſaw, or knew; 


eee 


— 
— 


He who cou'd touch her Garment, was as ſure, 
As the firſt Chriſtians of th” Apoſtle's Cure. 


And laid her up, for their extreameſt Needs; 

A future Cordial, for a fainting Mind; 
For, what was ne'er refus'd, all hop'd to find; 
Each in his turn: The Rich might freely come, 
As to a Friend; but to the Poor, twas Home. 
As to ſome Holy Houſe th' Afflicted came; Sus 


The Hunger-ſtarv'd, the Naked, and the Lame; 
Want and Diſeaſes fled before her Name. 


She was the firſt, where need . marks to go; 
Her ſelf the Foundreſs, and Attendant too. 


Gueſts in Diſguiſe, of her great Maſter's Train: 
Her Lord himſelf might come, for ought we know; 
Since in a Servant's Form he liy'd below: 
Beneath her Roof, he might be pleas'd to ſtay : 
Or ſome benighted Angel, in his way 

Might eaſe his Wings; and ſeeing Heav'n appear 
In its beſt Work of Mercy, think it. there, 
Where all the Deeds of Charity and Love 
Were in as conſtant Method, as above, 

All carry'd on; all of a Piece with theirs; 


* 


As free her Alms, as diligent her Cares; 

As loud her Praiſes, and as warm her Pray'rs. 
'Yet was ſhe not profuſe; but fear'd to wafte, 

And wiſely — that the Stock might laſt; 


Tha 
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That all might be ſupply'd; and ſhe not grieve 
When Crouds appear'd, ſhe: had not to relieve. 
Which to prevent, ſhe {till increas'd her Store; 
Laid up, and ſpar'd, that ſhe might give the more: 
So Pharaoh, or ſome Greater King than he, "ie 
Provided for the ſeventh Neceſſity: 
Taught from above, his Magazines to frame; 
That Famine was prevented ere it came. 
Thus Heaven, though All- ſufficient, ſhows a thrift 
In his Oeconomy, and bounds his Gift : 
Creating for our Day, one ſingle Light; 
And his Reflection too ſupplies the Night; 
Perhaps a thouſand other Worlds, that lye 
Remote: from us; and latent in the Sky, 
Are lighten'd by his Beams, and kindly nurſt; 
Of which our earthly Dunghill is the worſt. 

Now, as all Virtues keep the middle Line, 
Yet ſomewhat more to one Extream incline, 
Such was her Soul; abhorring Avarice, 
Bounteous, but almoſt bounteous to a Vice: 
Had ſhe giv'n more, it had Profuſion been, 
And turn'd th' Exceſs of Goodneſs into Sin. 

Theſe Virtues rais'd her Fabrick to the Sky; 
For that which is next Heay'n, is Charity. 
But, as high Turrets, for their Ay'ry ſteep 
* Foundations, in Proportion deep: 
And lofty Cedars as far upwards ſhoot, 
As to the neather Heavens they drive the Root; 
So low did her ſecure Foundation lye, 
She. was not humble, but Humility, ö 
Scarcely ſhe knew that ſhe was Great, or Fair, : 
Or Wiſe, beyond what other Women are, 8 
Or, which is better, knew; but never durſt compare. 
For to be conſcious of what all admire, 
And not be vain, adyances Virtue high'r : 
But ſtill 'ſhe found, or rather thought ſhe found, 
Her own Worth wanting, others to abound: . 
Aſerib'd above their due to ev'ry one, 


Vnjuſt and ſcanty to her ſelf alone. 
N Such 


— r 


- 


202 he Firn Pay of 
Such her Devotion. Was, as might give ales b 


Of Speculation 10 diſputing Schools; F. 
And teaeh us equally the Scales to hott 0 
Betwirt the two! Extreams of hot and cold; T 
That pious Heat may mo@rately prevail, 0 R 
And we be warm'd, but not be feorch'd\with Teal. Ex 
* Buſineſs might ſhorten, not diſturb her Pray'r; N 
Heaven had the beſt, if not the greater ſhare, At 
An active Life, long Ovaiſons forbids; 
Yet till ſhe pray'd, for {till ſhe pray'd by Deeds. 7. 
Her ev'ry Day was Sabbath: Only free | N 
From Hours of Pray*r, far Hours of Charity. 0! 
Such as the Jews from ſervile Toit releaſt; 50 
Where Works of Mercy were a part of Reft + In 
Such as bleſt Angels exerciſe above, Ne 
Vary'd with Sacred Hymns and Ads of Love; W 
Such Sabbaths as that one ſhe now enjoys, Fo 
Ev'n that perpetual one, which the employs, 5 
(For ſuch Viciſſitudes in Heav'n there are) Th 
In Praiſe alternate, and alternate Pray*r, Th 
All this ſhe practis d here; that when ſhe- ſprung 
Amidſt the Quives, at the firſt » Ara ſung. WW 
Sung, and was ſung her: felf' in Angels Lays; Ma 
For praiſing her, they, did her Maker — Ma 
All Offices of Heaven ſo well ſhe knew, 41 
Before ſhe came, that nothing there was now. As 
And ſhe was fo-familiarly received, - Ha. 
As one returning, not as one arriy dt. Ane 
Muſe, down again precipitate thy Flight; So 
For how can Mortal yes ſuſtain Eninorral Light! Her 
But as. the Sun in Water we can bear; 1 
Vet not the Sun, but his Refletion there, She 
So let us view her here, in what ſhe was; Not 
And take her Image, in this wat'ry Glafs: But 
Yet look not ev'ry Lineament to fee; Thi 
3 pu e in Ivy and ſome will be | — 
o · lam n, you H ſcareely know, *tis ſhe, 01 
For where ee s Virtues we recite, In « 
'Tis like the Milkg-Way, all over bright, - | One 


4 
” 


But ſown ſo thick with Stars, tis undiſtinguiſt- d Light, 


Her Virme, not her Virtues let us call, 
For one Heroick comprehends em all: 
One, as a Conſtellation is but one; Es 241 85 
Though tis a Train of Stars, that, rolling on, 8 
Riſe in their turn, and in the Zodiack run. 
Ever in Motion; now tis Faith afcends, 
Now Hope, now Charity, that upward tends, 
And dowwwards with diffuſive Good deſcends. 
As in Perfumes compos d with Art and Coſt, 
'Tis hard. to fay what Scent/is uppermoſt z 
Nor this part Musk or Civet can we call, 
Or Amber, but a rich Neſult of all; 
So ſhe was all a Sweet; whoſe ev'ry part, 
In due proportion mix'd, proclaim'd the Maker's Arte- 
No ſingle Virtue we cou d moſt commend; Hh 
Whether the Wife, the Mother, or the Friend; 
For ſhe was all, in that ſupreme degree, - 
That as no one prevail'd, fo all was ſhte. 
The ſev'ral: parts lay hidden in the Piece; 
Th” Occaſion hut exerted that, or this, 
A Wife as tender, and as true witkal, 
As the firſt Woman was before her Falls 
Made for the Man, of whom ſhe was a part; 
Made, to attract his Eyes, and keep his Heart. 
& ſecond Eve, but by na Crime accurſt; 
As beauteous, not as buiale as the. firſl,, - 
Had ſhe been firſt, ſtill Paradife had been, 
And Death had found no Entrance by her Sin. 
So ſhe not only had prefery'd from ill | 
Her Sex and onrs, but liv'd their Patern (till, 
Love and Obedience to her Lord ſhe bore, © - 
She much obey'd him, but ſhe lov'd him more. 
Not aw'd to Duty by ſuperior Sway, 
But taught by his Indulgence to obey. 
Thus we love God, as — our Good; 
So Subjects love juſt Kings, or ſo they ſhowd.. 
Nor was it with Ingratitude return j; 
In equal Fires the bliſsful Couple bura'd + - 4 
One Joy pollels'd em both, and in one Grief they 
. 2 
' 8 
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His Paſſion ſtill improy'd; he lov'd ſo faſt 
As if he fear'd each Day would be her laſt. 

Too true a Prophet to foreſee the Fate x 


That ſhou'd: ſo. ſoon divide their happy State : 105 
re 


When he to Heav'n entirely muſt re 


That Love, that Heart; where he went halves before; 


Yer as the Soul is all in ev'ry part, 


So God and He might each have all her Heart. 
So had her Children too; for — 
t ſhe ; 


Was not more fruitful, or more kind 
Each under other by degrees they grew; 
A goodly Perſpective of diſtant View: | 
Anchiſes look'd not with ſo pleas'd a Face, 
Im numb'ring o'er his future Raman Race, 
And Marſhalling the Heroes of his Name, 
As, in their Or | 
Nor Cybele with half ſo kind an Eye, 
Survey'd her Sons and Daughters of the Sky. 
Proud, ſhall I ſay, of her immortal Fruit! 
As far as Pride with Heav'nly Minds may ſuit, 
Her pious Loye excell'd to all-ſhe bores ' 
New Objects only multiply'd it more. 
And as the Choſen found the: pearly Grain 
As much as ev'ry Veſſel cou'd contain; 
As in the Bliſsful Viſion each: ſhall ſhare 
As much of Glory, as his Soul can bear; 
So did ſhe love, and ſo diſpenſe her Care. 
Her eldeſt thus, by conſequence, was beſt; 
As longer cultivated than the reſt: 
The Babe had all that Infant care beguiles, 
And early knew his Mother in her Smiles: 
But when dilated Organs let in Day 


To cap ay + Soul, and gave it room to play, 


his firſt Aptneſs, the Maternal Love 
Thoſe Rudiments of Reaſon did: improve : 
The tender Age was pliant to command; 
Like Wax it yielded to the forming Hand: 
True to th Artificer; the labour'd Mind 


Wich Eaſe was pious, generous, juſt and kind) 


%* - 
8 4 


er, next, to Light they came; 
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{ for Impreſſion from the firſt, prepar d. 
Til Virus with long Exerciſe, grew oy * 
With ev'ry Act confirm'd ; and made at laſt 
<0 durable as not to be effac'd, e 
It turn'd to Habit; and from Vices free, 
Goodneſs reſoly'd into Neceſſitx. 

Thus fix'd ſhe Virtue's Image, that's her own. 
„Till the whole Mother in the Children ſhone , 
For that was their Perfection: She was ſuch, 
They never cou'd. expreſs her Mind too much. 

So unexhauſted her. Perfections were, | 
That, for more Children, ſhe had more to ſpare; 
For Souls unborn, whom her untimely Deat 
Depriy'd of Bodies, and of mortal Breath; ._ 
And (cou'd they take th' a of her Mind) 
Enough ſtill left to ſanctifie her Kind. | 

Then wonder not to ſee this Soul extend 
The Bounds, and ſeek ſome other ſelf, a Friend: 
As ſwelling Seas to gentle Rivers glide, _ 4 
To ſeek Repoſe, and empty out the Tide; 

So this full Soul, in narrow Limits pent, 
Unable to contain her, ſought a Vent, 
To iſſue out, and in ſome friendly Breaſt 


| Diſcharge her Treaſures, and ſecurely reſt, 


T' unboſom all the Secrets of her Heart, 
Take good Advice, but better to impart. 
For tis the Bliſs of Friendſhip's holy State | 
To mix their Minds, and to communicate; £ 
Though Bodies cannot, Sculs can penetrate. - 
Fixt to her Choice; inviolably true; : 
And wiſely chuſing, for ſhe choſe but few. 
Some ſhe muſt haye; but in no one cou'd find 
A Tally fitted for ſo large a Mind, 22 

The Souls of Friends, like Kings in Progress are; 
Still in their own, though from the Palace far: 
Thus her Friend's Heart her Country Dwelling was, 
A ſweet Retirement to a courſer Place ; 9 
Where Pomp and Ceremonies enter'd not; | 


Where Greatneſs was ſhut out, and Bus'neſs well forgot, 
e | 1 
This 
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This is th“ Inf Draught; but ſhort as far 
As the true Height and Bi ot a Star 
Exceeds the Meafures of th* Aſtronomer.. 

She ſhines above, we know; but in what Place, | 
How near the Throne, and Heayv'n's Imperial Face, 
By our weak Opticks is but yainly gueſt; + | 

Diſtance and Altitude conceal the reft, 

Tho? all theſe rare Endowments of the Mind 
Were in a narrow Space of Life confin'd, 
The Figure was with full Perfection crown'd ;. 
Though not ſo large an Orb, as truly round. 


As when in Glory, through the publick Place, 
The Spoils of conquer'd Nations were to paſs, 
And but one Day for Triumph was aflow'd, 
The Conful was conſtrain'd his Pomp to crowd; 
And ſo the ſwift Proceffion hurry'd on, 
That all, though not diſtinctly, might be ſhown; 
So in the ſtratghten'd Bounds of Life confin'd, 
She gave but glimpfes of 8 Mind : 
And Multitudes of Virtues pafs'd Dong 5 | 
Each preſſing foremoft in the mighty*Throng ; 
Ambitious to be ſeen; and then make Room, 
For greater Multitudes that were: to come. 

Yet unemploy*d no Minute ffipt away; 
Moments were precious in fo fffort a ſtay. 
The haſte of Heav'n to have her was fo great, ö 

5 
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That ſome were fingle Acts, though each. compleat 

But ey'ry Ack ſtood _ to repeat. 

Her fellow Saints with bufie Gare will look 

For her bleſt Name, in Fate's eternal Book. 

And, pleas'd to be outdone, with Joy will fee 

Numberlefs Virtues, endleſs Charity; 

But more will wonder at ſo ſhort an Age; 

To find a Blank beyond the thirti'th Page; 

And with a pious Fear begin to doubt 

The Piece imperfect, and the reff torn out. 

But *twas her Saviour's time; and, cou' there be 

A Copy near th” Original, *twas the. 

| As precious Gums are not for faſting Fire 
They but perfume the Temple, and expire 4 


C 
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80 was ſhe ſoon exhal'&y/ and: yaniſt'd e 2 
A ſhort ſweet Odour, of a vaſt 7 — b 
She vaniſh'd,” we ean fearcely ſay oye, 
For but _ did —__ 28 Earth vide: | 
She paſs'd ferenely with a Breath, f 
This Morne pea rect Health, the next was Dearh + 
One Sigh, did ber eternal Bliſs aſſure; | 


80 eds Penance needs, when Souls are alnoft pure. 


As gentle Dreams our Thoughts purfac;, © 

Or, one Dream paſs'd,' we into à ne— 

(So cloſe they follow, ſuch wild Order keep, © 

We think our felves awake, and are aſleep *7 

So ſoftly: Death facceeded Life in her; | 

She did but dream of Heawn, and ſhe was there? 
No Pains ſhe ſuffer'd}, nor expir'd'with Noiſe, 

Her Soul was whif! ſper'd ont God's ſtill Voice 

As an old Friend is beckon'd to a Feaſt, 

And treated like a long- familiar Gueſt; 

He took her as he fond x but found her fo, 

As one in hourly Readineſs to g. | 

Ey'n on _— in all her Trün prepard; 1 

As early N e from Heav'n had heard, | 

And lone deſcending Courtier, from above, 

Had gion her timely Warning to remove: 

Or counſell'd her to dreſs the Nuptial Room; 

For on that Night the Bridegroom was to come. 

He kept his Hour, and found her where ſhe lay 

Cloath'd all im white, the Liv'ry of the Day: _ 

Scarce had ſhe ſinn'd; in Thought, or Word, or Act; 

Unleſs Omiſſions were to paſs for Fact: 

That hardly Death a Conſequenee eou'd _ 

To make her liable to Nature's Law. 

And that ſhe dy'd we only have: to ſhow, 

The mortal part of her ſhe left below: 4 

The reſt (ſo ſmooth, ſo fuddenly ſhe went) | © 


Look'd like Tranſlation, t through the Firmament; 
Or like the fiery Carr, on the third Errand ſent. 

O happy Soul! if thou canſt view from high, 
Where thou art all Intelligence, all Eye, > 


it 
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II looking up to God, or down to us, 

| Thou find' ſt, that any Way be pervious,. 
Survey the Ruins of thy Houſe, and ſee 
Thy widow'd, and thy Orphan Family; 
Look on thy tender Pledges left behind: 
And, if thou canſt a vacant Minute find. _ 

' From Heavenly Joys, that Interval afford 
To. thy ſad Children; and thy mourning Lord. 
See how. they grieve, miſtaken in their Love, 
And ſhed a Beam of Comtbrt from above; 
Give em, as much as mortal Eyes can bear, 
A tranſient View of thy full Glories there,; 
That they with. mod'rate Sorrow may ſuſtain: 

5 And mollifie their Loſſes, in thy Gain. 

Or elſe divide the Grief, for —. thou wert, 
That ſhou'd not all Relations bear a part, c 
It were enough to break a ſingle Heart. 

Let this ſuffice : Nor thou, great Saint, refuſe 
This humble Tribute of no 22 Mufe : 
Who, not by Cares, or Wants, or Age depreſt, 
Stems a wild Deluge with a dauntleſs Breaſt: 
And dares to ſing thy Praiſes in a Clime 
Where Vice triumphs, and Virtue is a Crime; 
Where ev'n to draw the Picture of thy Mind, 
Is Satyr on the moſt of Human Kind: 
Take it, while yet 'tis Praiſe; before my Rage, 
Unſafely juſt, break looſe on this bad Age; 
So bad, that thou thy ſelf hadſt no Defence 
From Vice, but barely by departing hence. 
Bie what, and where — art: To wiſn thy place, 
Were, in the beſt, Preſumption more than Grace. 
Thy Reliques (ſuch thy Works of Mercy are! 
Have in this Poem, been my ra care. 
As Earth thy Body keeps, thy Soul the Sky, 
So ſhall this gl thy Memory; 0 


For thou ſhalt make it live, becauſe it ſings of thee. 
n ane mene! 
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By the ſame Hand. 
L* 
HLOE found Amyntas lying 
All in Tears, upon the Plain; 
Sighing to himſelf, and crying, 
Wretched 1, to loye in vain! 
Kiſs me, Dear, before my dying; 
Kiſs me once, and eaſe my Pain! 
 $ 
Sighing to himſelf, and crying 
Wretched I, to love in vain ! 
Ever ſcorning and 2 1 
To reward your faithful Swain: 
Kiſs me, Dear, before my dying; 
Kiſs me once, and eaſe my Pain! 
I N III. 
Ever ſcorning, and denyin 
To reward your faichful Swain ; 
Chloe, laughing at his crying, © © 
Told him; that he loy'd in vain: 
Kiſs me, Dear, before my dying; 
Kiſs me once, and eaſe my Pain! 
\ n IV. 
Chloe, laughing at his crying, 
Told him, that he Toy'd in vain: 
But repenting, and complying, 
When he Lis, ſhe kiſs'd again: 
Kiſs'd him up before his dying; 
Kiſs'd him up, and eas'd his Pain. 
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To the Pio Memary of the Accompliſh'd 
Young Lady, Mrs. ANNE KILLIGR Ew, 
Excellent in the t Sifter-Arts of Pocſie, 
and Painting. An O Dx. 
By the ſame Hand. 
| S475 68 ; 
2 youngeſt Virgin- Daughter of the Skies, 
Made in the laſt Promotion of the Bleſt; 
Whoſe Palms, new pluckt from Paradiſe, 
In ſpreading Branches more ſublimely rife, 
Rich with Immortal Green above the ret: 
Whether, adopted to fome — nk Fab 
Thou roll'ſt above us, in thy wand'ring Rare, 

Or, in Proceſſion fixt and regular, 

Moy'd with the Heaven's Majeſtick Pace; 

Or, call'd to more Superior Bi,, 
Thou tread'ſt, with Seraphims, the vaſt Abyſs : 
Whatever happy Region is thy Place, - 
Ceaſe thy Cele ial Song 2 katie mm LADIES 
. (Thou wilt have time en for Hymns Divine, 

Since Heav'n's Eternal Fear is thine. ) | 
Hear then a Mortal Muſe thy Praiſe | 

In no ignoble Verſe; , 
But ſuch as thy own Voice did practiſe here, 
When thy firſt Fruits of Poeſie were giv'nz; | 
To make thy ſelf a welcome Inmate there; 
While yet a young Probationer, _ 
And Candidate of Heay'n, 


If by Traduction came thy Mind, 

Our Wonder is the leſs to find Nr 
A Soul ſo charming from a Stock ſo good; 
Thy Father was transfus'd into thy Blood: 
So. wert thou born into a tuneful ſtrain, 
(An early, rich, and inexhauſted Vein.) 


But 
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ut if thy Praz-exiſtiag Soul Kan | 

gh corn, at firſt, with Myriads more, 

7; did through all the Mighty Poets roll, 
Who Greet or Latin Lawrels wore, 

and was that Sapphe laſt, which once it was before, 
If ſo, then ceaſe thy flight, O Heav n. born i, 


Thou haſt no Drofs to purge from thy rich Ore 2 
Nor can thy Soul a fairer Manſion find, F 


Than was the Beayteous Frame ſhe left behind: 
Leturn to fill or mend the Quire, of thy Celeſtial ( 
> his III. Kind. 
May we preſume to ſay, that at thy Birth, 
e joy was ſp in Heav'n, as well as here on Earth. 
For ſure the milder Planets did combine | 8 


On thy Auſpieious Horoſcope to ſhine, 19 
And ev'n the moſt Malicious were in Trine. 
Thy Brot har- Angels at thy Birth 
Strung each his Lyre, and tun'd it high, 
That all the People of the Sky © + 
Might know-a Poeteſs was born on Earth. 
d then, if ever, Mortals Ears N 
Had heard the Muſick of the Spheres! 
And if no claſt' ring Swarm — dich n wi: 
On thy ſweet Mouth diſtill'd their golden Dew. 
'Twas that, ſuch vulgar Miracles 'n 
Heav'n had not Leiſure to renew: 
For all thy Ble Fraternity of Love 


emniz'd there thy Birth, and kept thy Holy-day 
9 ono Who ede 

O Gracious God! How far have we 

ophan'd thy Heav'nly Gift of Poeſie? 

de proſtitute and profligate the Mule, 

bas d to each obſcene and impious Uſe, 

hoſe — was firſt ordain'd Alov 

r Tongues of Angels, and for Hymns of Love? 


wretched We! were we hurry'd down 
This lubrique and — 2 | 


(Nay added fat Pollutions of our own) 
[increaſe the ſteaming Ordures of the Stage > 

What ean we ſay excuſe our Sund Fall : 

t this thy Vefal, Heay'n, attone for all- 


» 
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Her Arethuſian Stream remains unfoil'd, . 
Unmixt with Foreign Filth, and undefil'd, | 
Her Wit was more than Man, her Innocence a Child! 4 
. we POE + IE 
Art ſhe had none, yet wanted none: 
For Nature did that Want ſupplyß : 
So rich in Treaſures of her OW n- 
She might our boaſted Stores defy: | | 
Such ods Vigour did her Verſe adorn, | 
That it ſeem'd borrow'd, where *twas only born. 
Her Morals too were in her Boſom bred, f 
By great Examples daily fed, g 
What in the beſt of Books, her Father's Life, ſhe read. 
And to be read herſelf ſhe need not fear, 
Each Teſt, and ev'ry Light, her Muſe will bear, 
Though Epitletus with his Lamp were there. 
Ev'n Love (for Love ſometimes her Muſe expreſt) 
Was but a Lambent-flame which play d about her Breaf; 
Light as the Vapours of a Morning Dream, 
So cold herfelf, whilſt ſne ſuch Warmth expreſt, 
"Twas Cupid bathing in Diana's Stream. 
ene le enn 372. 
Born to the Spacious Empire of the” Nins, 
One wou'd have thought, ſhe ſnouꝰd have been conte 
To manage well that mighty Government; 
But what can young ambitious Souls confine ?: 
To the next Read ſhe ſtretcht her Sway, 
For Painture near adjoining lay: 

A: plenteous Province, and — _—. 
A Chamber of Dependences was framd. 
(As Conquerors will never want Pretence;- 

When arm'd, to juſtiſie th” Offence) © 
And the whole Fief, in right of Poetry ſhe claim'd, 
The Country open lay without: Defence: | 
For Poets frequent Inrodes there had made, 
And perfectly cou'd repreſent” nen, 

The Shape, the Face; with ev'ry Eineament; 
And all the large Domains which the Damb-ſiſter ſway! 
All bow'd beneath her Government, 
Receiy/d-in Triumph whereſo&er ſne went. 
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er Dencil drew, whate'er her Soul deſign d. 
And oft the happy Draught ſurpaſs d the Image in her 
The Sylvan Scenes of Herds and Flocks, [Mind. 
And fruitfuł Plains and barren Rocks, 

Of ſhallow. Brooks' that flow'd; ſo clear, 

The bottom did the top appear; . 

Of deeper too and ampler Floods, _ . 
Which, as in Mirrors, ſhew'd the Woods; 
Of lofty Trees, with Sacred Shades, 

And Perſpectiyes of ꝓleaſant Glade ss 
Where Nymphs of brighteſt Form appear, 

And eſnaggy Satyrs ſtanding near, - 
Which them at once admire-and fear, 

The Ruins too of ſome Majeſtick Piece, 
Boaſting the Pow'r of ancient Rome or Greece, 
Whoſe Statues, Freezes, Columns broken lie, 
And tho? defac'd,; the Wonder of the Eye, % 
What Nature, Art, bold Fiction e' er durſt frame, 
Her forming Hand gave Feature to the Name. 
So ſtrange a Concourſe ne er was ſeen. beſore, 
ut when the peopl'd Ar- the whole Creation bore, 

ee e e IP, ©; 4 td INT 7; 

The Scene then chang'd, with bold ereted Look 
ur Martial King the fight with Rev'rence ſtrook: 
or not content t* expreſs his outward. Part, 

er Hand call'd out the Image of his Heart, 

is warlike Mind, his Soul — of Fear, 1 
is High-deligning Thoughts were figur'd there, 
s when, by Magick, Ghoſts are made appear. 
Our Phenix, Queen was pourtrai'd too ſo bright, 
auty alone cou'd Beauty take fo right:: 
er Dreſs, her Shape, her matchleſs Grace, 
ere all obfery'd, as well as Heavenly Face. 

th ſuch a Peexleſs Majeſty ſhe ſtands, | 
$ in that Day ſne took the Crown from ſacred Hands: 
tore a Train of Heroines was ſeen, '. , - 
Beauty foremoſt, as in Rank, the Queen! | 
Thus nothing to her Genius was deny'd, 

t like a Ball of Fire the further throyn, 

till with a greater Blaze ſhe ſhone, 
dd her bright Soul broke out on ey'ry ſide, 


—— __ 


And Vows for his Return, with vain Devotion, payt 
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What next ſhe had deſigh'd, — X 
roſe, 


To ſuch Immod' rate 'Growrh her Co 
Thar Fate alone its Progreſs coud oppoſe i. 


LOR: |} TEST 

Now all whofe-Chavmnisy thut dluoming Grace, Wh 
The well-proportion'd Shape, and beameous Face, Tho 
Shall never more be ſects by Mortal enz | The 
In Earth the much. lam erted Virgin li A 
| Not Wit, nor Fiety ed Fave perben, For 
„Tor was the eruel Dyfiny' content 4 bg And 
© To finifiy all the Murder at a blew˖. Like 
Io ſweep at ones her Lie, and — Wo) Thet 
Kut, like a hardewd Felon, took a pride As 
To work more Miſchievoully Now; de 

And phunder'd firſt, and then-deftroy'd, 
O double Sacrilege on things Divine, — 
To rob che Relique, aud deface the Shrine! | 
- But-thus Orinda dy d- Ny 


Heaven, by the ſume Diſeaſe, did both tranſlate, 


| 2 en were their n equal was their Fate, 


1 has Warlike Byother on the Seas 
His waving Streamers to the Winds diſplays, 


Ah, Generous Touch, chat Wiſh forbear, A lat 
The Winds too ſoon! will waft thee here! Wi 
Slack all thy Saite, and fear to come, Other 
Alas, thou know'ſt nor, thou art wreck'd at home! dome 
No more ſhalt thou behold t Siſter's Face,; And x 
Thou haſt already bad her laſt Embrace. MI ut 
But look aloft, and if thou ken'ſt from far, 
Among the Plejads a New-kindled' Star, Anoth 
If any Sparkle, than the reſt more bright, be tal 
*Tis the n ſhines in that 1 ght. 4 


When in mid⸗ iy tte Golden Trump ſhall ſound e T 
To raiſe the Nations under Ground; | 

WV hen in the Valley of Fehoſap hat, 
The * udging/t God ſhall "coſe the ook of Fied 


Ani 


Wick any vorne 


And there the Taff Are ke 1 
For thoſe who Wake, and oy, who. Steps | 
When ratling Bo#es together TT 
From the four Corners of the Sky 3 pp 

When Sinews o'er the Skeletons are . 

Thoſe cloath d with Fleſh; and Life inſpires era, 

The Sacred Poets firſt ſhall hear the Sound, | 
And foremoſt from the Tomb hall bound, 

For they are cover'd with the lighteſt Ground, 

And ſtreight, with. in-borg_Vigour, on the Wing, 

Like mounting Latks, to the New Mornin 

There Thou, ſweet Saint, before tlie ue TY *. 

As Harbinger of Heaven, the Way to ſhow, © 

The Way which thou ſo well h e W 


— I Sarge aa — 
Nur AI IA. The Cours of Pavure. 


By Mre#ast "TY tow; . * 4 


03 —(— * of el LY 


Mad Rablais of hanta 
A latter third of Ba 


With ſuch poor trifles pla ing: | 
Others the liks have labour'd at, 
dome of this thing, and ſome. of — 
And many of they know not what, 
ut that they muſt be ſaying... 


! 


Another ſort Page that wall 
le talking of the Fayries ſtil, 
Nor never can they have their fill, | 

As they were wedded to 9 
No Tales of them their Thirſt, can flake, .. -- 
o much delight therein they take, 
And ſome ſtrange thing they n 

Knew wah e way to do them 


Ik 
| 
1 
3 
| 
| | 
\/ 
* 
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Then due no Muſe hath deen lo bold, 
Or of the Later, or the Old. 
5 Thoſe Elviſh Secrets to unfold, 
Which lye from others readin 
My active Muſe to Li ght ſhall beg 
.T e Court of that Sud Fayrie King, 
3 14ell there of the Revellin 


Joan, proſper my proceeding, 


2 thou Nymphidia, gentle ray, Preis 
Which meeting me upon the "9 35 
C heſe Secrets didſt to me — & 
Which now I am in telling 
pretty light fantaſtick Maid, 
I here inboke thee to my Aid, * 
That I may ſpeak what thou haſt aid, 
In Numbers ſmoothly ſwelling. 


This Palace ſtandeth in the Air, 
By Necromancy placed there, 
That it no Tempeſts needs to fear, 
Which way ſo-e'er it blow it. 
And ſomewhat Southward tow'rd the Noon, 
Whence lies a way up to the Moon, 
And thence the Fayrie can as ſoon © 
Paſs to the Earth below * 


The Walls of $ iders Legs a are made, 
Well mortized and finely laid, 
He was the maſter of his Trade 

It curiouſly that builded: : 
The Windows of the Eyes of Cats, 
And for the Roof, inſtead of Slats, 
Is cover'd with the Skins of Batts, 

Ti:at are with Moon-ſhine gilded. 


Hence Oberon him ſport to make, 

(Their Reſt when 8 Mortals take) 

And none but only Fayries wake, 
Deſcendeth for is eaſure. 
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And Mab his merry Queen by night 
Beſtrides young Folks that ye upright, 
{In elder Times the Mare that hight) 
Which plagues them out of meaſure, 


ence Shadows, ſeeming Idle Shapes, % 


Of little frisking Elves and Apes, 

o Earth do make their wanton Scapes, 

As hope of paſtime haſtes them : 

Thich Maids think on the Hearth they ſee, 
hen Fires well near conſumed be, . 
There dancing Hays by two and three, 

Juſt as their Fancy caſts them. 


heſe make our Girls their ſluttery rue, 

y pinching them both black and blue; 

ud put a. penny in their ſhoe, 

The Houſe for cleanly ſweeping : 

nd in their Courſes make that Round, 
Meadows, and in Marſhes found, 

them ſo call'd the Fayrie ground, 
Of which they haye the keeping. 


ele when a Child haps to be got, 
hich after. proves an Idiot, 
hen Folk perceives it thriveth not, 
The fault therein to ſmother : 

me filly doting brainleſs Calf, 

at underſtands things by the half, 
s that the Fayrie left his Oafe, 
ind took away the other. 


liſten, and J ſhall you tell, 
hance in Fayrie that befell, 

ich 2 may pleaſe ſome well; 

n Love and Arms delighting : | 
Oberon that Jealous grew, 

one of his own Fayrie crue, | 

d well (he fear'd) his Queen that knew, 
lis love but ill requiting. 

ol, V. 
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Pigwiggen was this Fayrie Knight, 
One wond'rous graciqus in 


the 19 5 
Of fair Queen Mab, which day a night | 


He amorouſly ebferved , 
Which made King Oberon ſuſpect 
His Service took tao good effect, 
His ſaucineſs he often checkt, 

And could have wiſht him ſtarved. 


Pigwiggen gladly would commend, 
Some token to Queen, Mah to ſend, 


If Sea, or Land, bim ought could lend, 


Were worthy of her wearing; 
At length this Lover doth deviſe 
A Bracelet, made of Emmetts Eyes, 


A thing he thought that ſhe would prize, 


No whit her ſtate impaixing, 


And to the Queen a Letter writes, 
Which he moſt curiouſly endites, 
Conjuring her by all the rites 
Of Love, ſhe would be pleaſed: 
To meet him, her true Servant, where 
They might, without ſuſpect or fear, 
Themſelves to one another clear, 
And have their poor: hearts eaſed. 


At mid-night the appointed hour, 
And for the Queen a. fitting Bower, 


(Quoth he) is that fair Cowiliꝑ flower, 


On Hipcut hill that groweth; 
In all your Train there's not a Fay, 
That ever went to gather May, 
But ſhe hath made it in her way, 
The talleſt there that knoweth. 


When by Tom Thumb a Fayrie Page, 
He ſent it, and doth him engage, 
By promiſe of a; mighty wage, 

It ſecretly to carry: 
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which done, the Queen her Maids doth call, 


And bids them to be ready al}, 
She would go ſee her Summer Hall, 
She could no longer tarry. 


Her Chariot ready ſtraight is made, 
Each thing therein is fitting laid, 
That ſhe 5 nothing might be ſtaid, 
For naught muſt her be letting. 
Four nimble Gnats the Horſes were, 
Their Harneſſes of Goflamere, 
Fly Cranion her Charioteer, 
Upon the Coach-box getting, 


Her Chariot of a Snail's fine ſhell, 
Which for the Colours did excell: 
The fair Queen Mab, becoming well, 
So lively was the limning : 
The ſeat the ſoft Wool of the Bee; 
The cover (gallantly to ſee) 
The wing of a py'd Butterflee, 
I trow 'twas ſimple trimming, 


The Wheels compos'd of Crickets Bones, 

And daintily made for the nonce, 

For fear of ratling, on the ſtones, 
With Thiſtle down they ſhod it; 

For all her Maidens much did fear, 

If Oberon had chane'd to hear, 

That Mab his Queen ſhould: have been there, 
He would not have aboad it. 


She mounts her Chariot in a trice, 
Nor would ſhe ſtay for no Advice, 
Untill her Maids that were ſo nice, 
To wait on her were fitted, 
But ran her ſelf away alone; | 
Which when they heard, there was not one 
But haſted after to be gone, 
As ſhe had been diſwitted. 
L 2 


Hop, 
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Fib, and Tib, and Pinck, and Pin. + 
Tick, and Quick, and Jill, and Jin, - 


Hop, and Mop, and Drop ſo clear, 0 5 
P Ip, and Tr ip, and Skip, that were 


To Mab/ their Sovereign ever dear; 


Her ſpecial Maids of Honour: 


Tit, and Nit, and Wap, and Win, 


The Train that wait upon her, f 
Upon a Graſhopper they got, | K 
And what with Amble, and with Trot, 

For Hedge nor Ditch they ſpared not, ) 

But after her. they hie them. 925 7 

A Cobweb over them they throw. N 
To ſhield the wind if it ſhould blow, 
Themſelves they wiſely could beſtow, 

Leſt any ſhould eſpie them. =o 
But let us leave Queen Mab awhile, | 12 
Through many a Gate, o'er many a Stile, . 
That now had gotten by this wile, 3 

Her dear Pigwiggen ron A He 
And tell how Oberon doth. fare, 0 


Who grew as mad as any Hare, ; 
When he had-ſought each place with care, 
And found his Queen was miſſing. 


By griſly Pluto he doth ſwear, 
He rent his Cloaths, . and tore his Hair, 
And as he runneth here and there, 

An Acorn Cup he greeteth ; | 
Which ſoon he taketh by the ſtalk, 
About his head he lets it walk, 

Nor doth he any Creature balk, 

But lays on all he meeteth. 


The Thuſcan Poet doth advance 

The frantick Paladine of France, 

And thoſe more ancient do inhance 
Alcides in his fury; 
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And others Ajax Telamon : | 
But to this time there hath been none 


go Bedlam as our Oberon, 
Of which 1 dare aſſure you. 


And firſt encountring with a Waſp, 

He in his Arms the Fly doth claſp, 

As though his breath he forth would. graſp, ; 
Him for Pigwwiggen taking: 

Where is ay Wife, thou Rogue, quoth he, 

Pigwiggen, The is come to thee, 

Reſtore her, or thou dy'ſt by me: 
Whereat the poor Waſp quaking, 


Cries, Oberon ! great Fayrie King, 

Content thee, I am no ſuch thing, 

Iam a Waſp, behold my ſting : 
At which the Fayrie ſtarted : 

When ſoon away the Waſp doth go, 

Poor Wretch was never frighted fo, 

He thought his Wings were much too ſlow, 
O'erjoy'd, they ſo were parted, 


He next upon a Glow-worm light; 

(You muſt ſuppoſe it now was Night,) 
hich, for her hinder part was bright, 

He took to be a Devil. 

And furiouſly doth her aſſail 

or carr ing fire in her tail, 

e thraſht her rough Coat with his flail, 

The mad King fear'd no Evil, 


new Adyenture him betides, 
le met an Ant which he beſtrides, 
ad poſt thereon away he rides, 
Which with his haſte doth ſtumble, 
nd came full over on her ſnout, 
er __ ſo threw the dirt about, 
or ine by no means could get out 
An But oyer him doth nA : 


L 3 And 
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And falling down into a Lake 
Which him up to the Neck doth take, 
His fury ſomewhat it doth flake, 

He calleth for a Ferry; . | 
Where you may ſome Urn note, 
What was his Club, he made his Boat, 
And in his Oaken Cup doth flaat, 

As ſafe as in'a Wherry, 


Scarce ſet on ſhore, but therewithal, 
He meeteth Puck, which moſt Men call 
Hobgoblin, and on him doth fall, 

With words from frenzy ſpoken; _ 
Hoh hoh, quoth Hob, God ſave thy Grace; 
Who dreſt thee in this piteous cale } 

He thus that ſpoil'd my Soyeraign's face, 

I would his neck were broken, 


This Puck ſeems but a dreaming Dolt, 
Still walking like a ragged Colt, 
And oft out of a Buſh doth bolt, 

Of purpoſe to deceive us; * 
And leading us, makes us to ſtray 
Long Winters nights out of the way, 
And when we ſtick in mire and clay 

Hob doth with laughter leave us, 


Dear Puck (quoth he) my Wife is gone; 
As e' er thou loveſt King Oberon, 
Let every thing but this alone, 
With vengeance and purſue her; 
Bring her to me alive or dead, 1 
Or that vile Thief, Piguuggan's head, 
That Villain hath defil'd my Bed, 
He to this folly drew her. 


Quoth Puck, My Liege, I'll never lin. 
But I will thorough thick and thin, 
Untill at length I bring her in, 

My deareſt Lord ne'er doubt it; 


Thorougl 


* ES 
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Thorough Brake, and thorough Brier, 
Thorough Muck, and thorough Mire, 
Thorough Water, thorough Fire, 
And thus goes Puck about it. 


This thing Nymphidia over-heard, 
That on this mad King had a guard, | 
Not doubting of a great reward, | 
For firſt this Buſineſs broaching ; 
And through the Air away doth go, 
Swift as an Arrow from the Bow, 
To let her Soveraign Mab to know 
What peril was appfoaching, 


The Queen bound with Love's powerful'ſt chat 
Sate with Pigwiggen arm in arm, 
Her merry Maids that thought no harm 
About the Room were skipping: 
A Humble-Bee, their Minſtrel, 1 
Upon his Hautboy; ev'ry Mai 
Fit for this Revells was array'd, 
The Horn-pipe neatly tripping. 


In comes Nymphidia, and doth cry, 
My Soveraign, for your ſafety fly, - 
For there is danger but too nigh, 
I poſted td forewarn you: * 2186 
The King hath ſent Hobgoblin out, 
To ſeek you all the Fields about, 
And of your ſafety you may doubt, 
It he but once diſcern you, 


When like an uproar in a Town, 

Before them every thing Went down, 

Some tore a Ru „And ſome a Gown, 5 
Gainſt one another juſtling: 

2 flew about like Chaff Ith' wind, 

For haſte ſome left their Masks behind; 

Some could not ſtay their Gloves to find, 
There never was ſuch buſtling. 
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Forth ran they by a ſecret way, 
Into a brake that near them lay; 
Yet much they doubted there to ſtay, 
Leſt Hob ſhould hap to find them : 
He had a ſharp and piercing ſight, 
All one to him the day and night, 
And therefore were reſolv'd by flight 
© To leave this place behind them. 


At length one chanc'd to find a Nut, 
In th' end of which a hole was cut, 
Which lay upon a Hazel Root, 

I bere ſcatter'd by a Squirrel: 
Which out the kernel gotten had; 

When quoth this Fay, dear Queen be glad, 
Let Oberon be ne'er ſo mad. ; 

I'll ſet you ſafe from peril. 


Come all into this Nut (quoth ſhe) 

Come cloſely in, be rul'd by me, 

Each one may here a chuſer be, 
For room you need not wraſtle: 

Nor need ye be together heapt : 

So one by one therein they crept, 

And lying down they ſoundly ſlept, — 
And ſafe as in a Caſtle. ef 1 RS 


Nymphidia that this while doth watch, 
Perceiv'd, if Puck the Queen ſhould catch, 
That he ſhould be her over-match, 

Of which ſhe well bethought her; 
Found it muſt be ſome powerful Charm, 
The Queen againſt him that muſt arm, 

Or ſurely he would do her harm, 

For throughly he had ſought her. 


And liſtning if ſhe ought could hear, 
That her might hinder, or might fear: 
But finding Fil the coaſt was clear, 
- Nor creature had deſcry'd her ; 


Each 


:, 
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Each circumſtance and having ſcan'd, | 
She came thereby to underſtand, 


Puck would be with them out of hand, 
When to her Charms ſhe hy'd her: 


And firſt her Fern-ſeed doth beſtow, 
The kernel of the Miſſletoe: | 
And here and there as Puck ſhould go, 
With terror to affright him: 
She Night-ſhade ſtrows to work him ill, 
Therewith her Vervain and her Dill, 
That hindreth Witches of their will, 
Of purpoſe to deſpite: him. 


Then ſprinkles ſhe the Juice of Rue, 
That groweth underneath the Yew: 
With nine drops of the midnight dew, .” 
From Lunary diſtilling : - 
The Molewarp's Brain mixt therewithal ; 
And with the ſame the Piſmire's Gall, 
For ſhe in nothing ſhort would fall; 
The Fayrie was ſo willing. 


Then thrice under a Brier doth creep, 
Which at both ends was rooted deep, 
And over it three times doth leap; 
Her Magick much _: 
Then on Proſerpina doth call, 
And ſo upon her Spell doth fall, 
Which here to you repeat I ſhall, 
Not in one tittle failing. 


By the croaking of the Frog; 
By the howling of the Dog; 
By the crying of the Hog, | : 
Againſt the ſtorm ariſing ; 
By the Evening Curfew Bell, 
y the doleful dying knell, 
) let this my direful Spell, 
Hob, . hinder thy ſurprizing. 
| | L 


ich 5 


£ 
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3 By the Mandrakes dreadful groans; 
By the Lubricans ſad Ce | = ; 
Buy the noiſe of dead Mens bones, s 1:5 
In Charnel-houſes ratling : . 
. By the hiſſing of the Snake, ; 
The ruſtling of the fire-Drake, | 
1 charge thee thou this place forſake, 
Nor of Queen Mab be pratling. 


By the Whirlwinds hollow ſound, 
By the Thunders dreadful ftound, 
Yells of Spirits under Ground, 
I charge thee not to fear us: 

By the Schreech-owl's diſmal note, 
By the Black Night-Raven's throat, 

I charge thee Hob to tear thy Coat 
With-thorns, if thou come near us. 


Her Spell thus ſpoke, ſhe ſtept aſide, 
And in a Chink her felf doth hide, 
To ſee there of what would betide, 
For ſhe doth only mind him: 
When preſently ſhe Puck eſpies, 
And well ſhe mark'd his gloating Eyes, 
How under every leaf he pries, 
In ſeeking till to find them, 


But once the Circle got within, 
The Charms to work. do ſtraight begin, 
And he was caught as in a Gin; 
For as he thus was buſie, F 
A pain he in his Head-piece feels, 
Againſt a ſtubbed Tree he reels, 
And up went poor Hobgoblin's heels, 
Alas his Brain was dizzy. 


At . bm upon his Feet he Ser 
Hobgoblin fumes, Hobgoblin frets, 
And as again he forward ſets, 


And through the Buſhes ferambles $ 


A Stun 
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A Stump doth trip him in his _— 
Down coy poor Hob upon fis Face, 
And lamentably tore his caſe, © 

' Amongſt the Briers and Brambles. 


A plague upon Queen Mab, quoth he, 
And all her Maids where-e'er they be, 
I think the Devil guided me, 

To ſeek her ſo provoked : ; 
Where ſtumbling at a piece of Wood, 
He fell into a ditch of Mud, 

Where to the very Chin he ftood, 

In danger to be thoaked, - 


Now worſe than e'er he was before, 

Poor Puck doth yell, poor Puck doth roar, 
That wak'd Queen Mab, who doubted ſore 
Some Treaſon had been wrought her : 
Until Nymphidia told the ny 

What ſhe had done, what ſhe had ſeen, 
Who then had well-near crack'd her ſpleen 
With very extream Laughter, 


But leave we Hob to clamber out; 
Queen Mab and all her Fayrie rout: 
nd come again to have a. bout 
With Oberon yet TN : 
Ind with Piguiggen now diſtrought, 
ho much was troubled in his thought, 
That he ſo long the 3 had ſought, 
And through the Fields was gadding. 


Ind as he runs he ſtill doth cry, 

ing Oberon I thee defie, 

nd dare thee here in Arms to try, 
For my dear Lady's honour: 

or that ſhe is a Queen right good, 
| whoſe defence I'll hed my Blood, 
d that thou in this jealous mood 
Haſt lay'd this ſlander on her, 
un | ; | 


And 
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And quickly arms him for the Field, 

A little Cockle-ſnell his Shield, 

Which he could very bravely wield: 
Yet could it not be pierced : 

His Spear a Bent both ſtiff and ſtrong, 

And well near of two Inches long: 

The Pile was of a Horſe-fly's tongue, 
Whoſe ſharpneſs naught reverſed. 


And puts him on a Coat of Male, 
Which was made of a Fiſhes ſcale, 


That when his Foe ſhould him affail, 


No point ſhould be prevailing : 
His Rapier was a Hornet's ſting, 
It was a very dangerous thing: 
For if he chanc'd to hurt the King,. 

It would be long in healing. 


His Helmet was a Beetle's head, 
Moſt horrible and. full of dread, _ 
That was able to ſtrike one dead, 
Yet did it well become him : 

And for a plume, a Horſe's Hair 
Which being toſſed with the Air, 
Had force to ſtrike his Foe with fear, 

And turn his Weapon from him. 


Himſelf he on an Earwig ſet, 
Yet ſcarce, he on his back could get, 
So oft and high he did: curvet, 

Ere he himſelf could ſettle  - 


He made him turn, and ſtop and bound, 


To gallop, and to trot the Round, 


He ſcarce could ſtand on any ground, 


He was ſo full of mettle. 


When ſoon he met with Tomalin, 
One that a valiant Knight had been, 
And to King Oberon of Kin; 
Quoch he, thou manly Fayrie, 


Tel 


7 
1 
T 
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Tell Oberon I come prepar dj, 
| Then bid him ſtand upon his Guard; 


This hand his baſeneſs-ſhall reward, 
Let him be ne'er ſo wary. 


Say to him thus, that I defie 

His ſlanders, and his infamy, 

And as a mortal Enemy, : 
Do publickly proclaim him: 

Withal, that if I had mine own, 

He ſhould: not wear the Fayrie Crown; 

But with a vengeance ſhould come down: 
Nor we a King ſhould name him. 


This Tamalin could not abide, 

To hear his Soveraign vilify'd :- 

But to the Fayrie Court him hy'd ;: 
Full furiouſly he poſted, 

With ev'ry thing Pigwiggen ſaid; 

How title to the Crown he laid, 

And in what Arms he was aray'd, 
And how himſelf he boaſted... 


'Twixt head and foot, from point to point;, 
He told the arming of each joint, 
In every piece, how neat, and quaint,. 
For Tomalin could do it: 
How fair he fate, how ſure he rid, 
As of the Courſer he beſtrid, 
How manag'd, and how well he did; 
The King he liſtned to it. 


Quoth he, go Tomalin with ſpeed, 

Provide me Arms, provide my Steed, 

And every thing that I. ſhall need, 
By thee I will be guided; 

To ſtrait account call thou thy wit, 

See there be wanting nat a whit, 

In every thing ſee thou me fit, 

Juſt as my Foe's provided. 8 
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Soon flew this news through Fayrie land, 
Which gave Queen Mab to underſtand 
The combat that was then in hand, 
Betwixt thoſe Fairies mighty: 
Which greatly ſhe began to rue, 
Perceiving that all Fayrie knew 
The firſt occaſion from her grew, 
Of theſe affairs ſo weighty. 


F Wherefore attended with her Maids, ' 

| Through fogs, and miſts, and damps ſhe wades, 
To Proſerpine the Queen of ſhades, 

To treat, that it would pleaſe her, 

The cauſe into her hands to take, 
For ancient Love and Friendſhip's ſake, 
And ſoon thereof an end to make, 
Which of much care would eaſe her. 


A while there let we Mab alone, 
And come we to King Oberon, | 
Who vary meet 2 Foe is gone, 0 
For proud Pigwiggen crying : , 
Who ou ht xk. — Ving as faſt, 
And had ſo well his journeys caſt, 
That he arrived at the laſt, 

His puiſſant foe eſpying. 


Stout Tomalin came with the King, ; 
Jom Thumb doth on Pigwiggen bring, 
They perfe& were in every thing, 
Io ſingle fights belonging: 
And therefore they themlelyes ingage, 
To ſee them exerciſe their rage, 
With fair and comely equipage, 

Not one the other wronging. 


$0 like in arms theſe Champions were, 

As they had been a very pair, 

So that a Man would almoſt fwear, 
That either had been either; | 


+ 


Their 
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Their furious Steeds began to Neigh, 

That they were heard a mighty way, 

Their ſtaves upon their reſts boy lay : 
Yet ere they flew together, 


Their Seconds miniſter an Oath, 
Which was indifferent to them both, ; 
That on their Knightly faith and troth, — 
No Magick them ſupplied; ä 
And ſought them that they had no charms, 
Wherewith to work each other's harms, 
But came with ſimple open arms, 
To have their cauſes tried, 


Together furiouſly they ran, 
That to the ground came harſe and man, 
The Blood out of their Helmets ſpan, 

So ſharp were their Encounters ; 
And though they to the earth were thrawn, 
Yet quick! they regain'd their own, 
Such nimbleneſs was never ſhown, 

They were two Gallant Mounters. 


— — = 


- 2 — 


= — —— — — 808 — 
p 1 * - 


When in a ſecond Courſe again, 

They forward came with might and main, 
Yet which had better of the twain, 

| The Seconds could not judge yet; 

Their ſhields were into pieces cleft, 

Their Helmets from their heads were reft, 

And to defend them nothing left. | | | 
Theſe Champions would nat budge yet. . 5 


Away from them their Staves N threw, lt 
heir cruel Swords they quickly drew, 

ind freſhly they the fight renew; 

They every ſtroke redoubled : 

Vhich made Proſerpine take heed, 

ind make to them the greater ſpeed, 

For fear leſt they too much ſhould bleed, 
Which wond*rouſly- her troubled. 


When 
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When to th' infernal Styx ſhe goes, 

She takes the Fogs from thence that roſe, 

And in a Bagg doth them encloſe; ' 
When well ſhe had them blended :: 

She hies her then to Lethe ſpring, 

A Bottle and thereof doth bring, 
Wherewith ſhe meant to work the thing, 
Which only ſhe intended. | | 


Now e with Mab is gone 
Unto the place where Oberon | 
And — Pigwiggen, one to one, 

Both to be ſlain were likely: 5 
And there themſelves they _— hide, 
Becauſe they would not be eſpy'd; 

For Proſerpine meant to decide 

The matter very quickly. 


And ſuddenly unties the Poke, 
Which out of it ſent ſuch a ſmoak: 
As ready was them all' to choak, 
So grievous was the pother ;- 
So that the Knights mk other loſt}. 
And ſtood as ſtill as any poſt, 
Tom Thumb, nor Tomalin could boaſt 
Themſelves of any other. > neg 


But when the miſt gan ſomewhat ceaſe, 

Proſerpina commandeth mo 

And that a while they ſhould releaſe 
Each other of. their Peril: 

Which here (quoth ſhe) I do proclaim: 

To all, in dreadful' Pluto's name, 

That as ye will efchew his blame, 


You let me hear the quarrel. 


But here your ſelves you muſt engage, 

Somewhat to cool vour ſpleeniſt Rage, 
- Your grievous thirſt and to aſſwage, 
That firſt you drink this liquor: 
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Which ſhall your underſtanding clear, 
As plainly ſhall to you appear; 


Thoſe things from me that you ſhall hear, 
Conceiving much the quicker, 


This Lethe water, you muſt know, 

The Memory deſtroyeth ſo, 

That of our weal, or of our woe, 
It all remembrance blotted; 

Of it nor can you ever think: 

For they no ſooner took this drink, 

But nought into their Brains could ſink, 
Of what had them beſotted. 


King Oberon forgotten had, 

That he for jealouſie ran mad, 

Bur of his Queen was wond”rous glad, 
And ask'd how they came thither : 

pigwiggen likewiſe doth forget, 

That he Queen Mab had ever met; 

Or that they were fo hard beſet, 
When they were found together. 


Nor neither of them both had thought, 
hat e'er they had each other ſought , 
luch leſs that they a Combat fought, 
But ſuch a dream were loathing : 
Im Thumb had got a little ſup, 

nd Tomalin ſcarce kiſt the Cup, 
et had their Brains ſo ſure lockt up, 
That they remembred nothing, 


ueen Mab and her light Maids the while, 
mongſt themſelyes do cloſely ſmile, 


0 ſee the King caught with this wile, 
With one another jeſting : 


nd to the Fayrie Court they went, 

Dith mickle Joy and Merriment, 

[hich thing was done with good intent, 
ye And thus I left them feaſting, 


The 
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The Queſt of CunTala. 


_ By the ſame Hand. 


W HAT time the Groves were clad in green, 
The Fields dreft all in flowers, | F 
And that the ſleek-hair'd Nymphs were feen, 
To ſeek them Summer Bowers; f 


Forth ro'd I by we img Rill 1 
Io find where Cynthia ar, | T 
Whoſe name ſo often from the hills 

The Ecchos wondred at. | 
When me upon my Queſt to bring, * 
That pleaſure m excell, Bj 


The Birds ſtrove which ſhould ſweetlieſt ſing, 
The Flowers which ſweet'ſt ſhould ſmell. 


Long wand'ring in the Woods (ſaid I) 
Oh whither's Cynthia gone? 
When ſoon the Eccho doth reply 

To my laſt word, Go on. 


At length upon a lofty Firr, + 
It was my chance to find, W] 
Where that dear name moſt due to her, 1 
Was carv'd upon the rind. 
: | I a, 
Which whilſt with wonder I beheld, I 
The Bees their honey 4 It tt 
And up the carved letters fill'd, 1 
As they with Gold were wrought. 
Wn AB 
And near that Tree's more ſpacious root, B. 
Then looking on the ground, Beſic 
The ſhape of her moſt dainty foot TI 


Imprinted there I found. 
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Which ſtuck there like a curious Seal, 
As though it ſhould forbid 

Us, wretched Mortals, to reyeal 
What under it was hid. 


Appeared to my view 27 
More freſh and lovely than the reſt, 
That in the Meadows grew : 


The clear drops in the ſteps that ſtood, 
Of that pen — * 
The Nymphs amongſt their dainty 
Drunk, Yor diſlolyed Pearl. 


The yielding ſand, where ſhe had trod, 

Untouch'd yet with the wind, 

By the fair poſture plainly ſhow'd, 
Where I might Cynthia find. 


When on upon my wayleſs walk, 
As my deſires me draw, 

1 like a madman fell to talk, 
With every thing I ſaw, 


I ask'd ſome Lillies, why ſo white 
They from their fellows were; 

Who anſwered me, that Cynthia's ſight 
Had made them look ſo clear. 


I ask'd a nodding Violet, why 
It ſadly hung the head ; 

It told me Cynthia late paſt by, 
Too ſoon from it ſhe fled, 


A Bed of Roſes ſaw 1 there, 
Bewitching with their grace : 
zeſides ſo wond'rous ſweet they were, 


That they perfum'd the place. 
W hi | 


Belides, the flowers which it had preſs'd, 
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I of a Shrub of thoſe enquir'd, | 
« From others of that kind, 


Who with ſuch virtue them inſpir'd, 
It anſwer'd (to my mind,) 


As the baſe Hemlock were we ſuch;. 
The poyſon'dſt Weed that grows, 

Till Cynthia, by her god-like touch, 

Transform'd us to the Roſe: 


Since when thoſe Froſts that Winter brings 
Which candy every green, (ORs 

Renew us like the-teeming Springs, 

And we thus freſh are ſeen. 


At length I on a Fountair light, | 
Whoſe Brim with Pinks was platted 
The Bank with Daffadillies dight, 
With Graſs like ſleave was matted, 


When I demanded of that Well, 

What Power frequented there; | 
Deſiring, it would pleaſe. to tell - 

What Name it uſe to bear! 


It told me it was Cynthia's own, 
Within whoſe cheerful brims, 
That curious Nymph had oft been known- 
To bathe her ſnowy Limbs. | 


Since when that Water had the Power: 
Loft Maiden-heads to reſtore, ' ' 
And make one Twenty. in-an hour, 

Of AÆAſon Age before: | 


And told me that the bottom clear, 
Now laid with many a ſet 
Of ſeed-pearl, ere ſhe bath'd her there, 
Was knowg as black as jet. 
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When Chance me to an Arbor led, r 
Whereas I might behold 

ETwo bleſt Eliziums in one ſted, 

The leſs the great enfold. 


The place which ſhe had choſen out, 
Herſelf in to repoſe; 

Had they come down, the Gods no doubt $65 

The very ſame had choſe. | F | 


he wealthy Spring yet never bore 
That ſweet, nor dainty Flow'r, 

That damask'd not the honuer'd floor 

Of Cynthia's Summer Bow'r. 


he Birch, the Myrtle, and the Bay, 
Like Friends did all embrace; 


\nd their large Branches did diſplay, 
To Canopy the Place, 


here ſhe like Venus doth appear, 

Upon a roſie Bed; | * 

s Lillies the ſoft Pillows were, es 
Whereon ſhe laid her Head. 


eav'n on her Shape ſuch Colt beſtow'd, 
And with ſuch Bounties bleſt : 


0 Limb of hers but might have made 
A Goddeſs at the leaſt, | 


The Flies by chance meſht in her Hair, 
By the bright Radiance thrown 


rom her elear Eyes, rich Jewels were, 
They ſo like Diamonds ſhone. . 


he meaneſt weed the Soil there bare, 
Her Breath did ſo refine, 


hat it with Woodbine durſt compare, 5 
And beard the Eglantine. 


The 
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Do on corner Gets 
The Ey'ning had diſtill'd, 
To pure Roſe-water turned was, 
The Shades with Sweets that fill'd. 


The Winds were huſh'd, no Leaf ſo ſmall. 
At all was ſeen to ftir : | | 
Whilſt tuning to the Waters Fall, 
The ſmall Birds ſang to her. 


Where ſhe too quickly me eſpies, 
When I might plainly ſee 

A thouſand Cyfids from her Eyes 
Shoot all at once at me. 


Into theſe ſecret Shades (cry'd ſhe) 
How dar'ſt thou be ſo bold 

To enter, conſecrate to me, 
Or touch this hallow'd mold ? 


Thoſe Words (ſhe ſaid) I can pronounce 
Which to that Shape can bring 

Thee, which the Hunter had who ogce 
Saw Dian in the Spring. 


Bright Nymph, again I thus reply, 
This SR me affight * 

J had rather in thy Preſence die, 
Than live out of thy ſight. 


I firſt upon the Mountains high _ 
Built Altars to thy Name; 
And grav'd it on the Rocks thereby, 
To propagate thy Fame. 


I taught the Shepherds on the Downs, 
Of thee to frame their Lays: 
"Twas I that fill'd the neighb'ring; Towns 


* 


| With Ditties of thy Prai 


3 


Ti 
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Thy Colours. I devis'd with Care, 
; Thich were unknown before : 


Which ſince that, in their braded Hair, 
The Nymphs and Silvans ware. 


Transform me to what Shape you can, ; 


I paſs not what it be: 
Yea what moſt hateful is to Man, 
So I may follow thee. 


Which when ſhe heard, full pearly Haade 
I in her Eyes might view: 

(Quoth ſhe) moſt welcome to theſe Woods, 
Too mean for one ſo true. | 


Here from the hateful World we'll live, 
A den of meer deſpight; 

To Idiots only that doth give, 
Which be her ſole delight. 


To People the infernal Pit, 

That more and more. doth ſtrive, 
Where only Villany is Wit, 

And Devils only thrive. 


Whoſe Vileneſs us ſhall never awe: 
But here our Sports ſhall be: 
Such as the Golden World firſt ſa w, 

Moſt innocent and free; 


Of Simples in theſe Groves that grow, 
We'll learn the perfect Skill; 

The nature of each Herb to know, 

Which cures, and which can kill. 


The waxen Palace of the Bee 
We ſeeking will ſurprize, 

The curious Workmanſhip to ſee, 
Ot her full-laden Thighs. 


We'l 


We'll ſuck the Sweets out of the Comb, | 
And make the Gods repine :, 


| As np" do Feaſt in Fove's great Room, . g 


To ſee with what we dine. 


Yet when there haps a honey fall, 
We'll lick the Syrupt Leaves: 
And tell the Bees that theirs is Gall, 
To this upon the Greaves. 


The nimble Squirrel noting here, 
Her moſſy Dray that makes, 

And laugh to ſee the luſty Deer 
Come bounding. o'er the Brakes. 


The Spider's Web to. watch we'll ſtand, 
And when it takes the Bee, | 
We'll help out of the Tyrant's hand 


The Innocent to free. 


Sometime we'll angle at the Brook, 
The freckl'd Trout to take, 

With ſilken worms, and. bait the hook, 
Which him our prey ſhall make, 


Of meddling with ſuch ſubtle Tools, 
Such Dangers that encloſe, ; 
The Moral is, that painted Fools 
Are caught with ſilken ſhows. 


And when the Moon doth once appear, 
Well trace the lower Grounds, b 

When Fayries in their Ringlets there 
Do dance their nightly Rounds : 


And have a Flock of Turtle Doyes, 

A guard on us to keep, | 
As witneſs of our honeſt Loves, 

To watch us till we fleep. 
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Which ſpoke; "I felt fuch holy fires 
To overſpread my Breaſt. 
As lent Life to my chaſte Deſires, © 
And gave me endleſs Reſt. | 
By Cynthia thus do I ſubſiſt, wh 
On Earth''Heav*n's only Pride, CIA's 
Let her be mine, and let who liſt 
Take all tlie World beſide. 


— —_ 
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Verſes by Sir Joux Dexnan. 


TO W Prieſts, whoſe ſacred Office tis to bring 
Kings to obey their God, and Men their King; 
By theſe myſterious Links to fix and tie | 
Them to the foot- ſtool of the Deity ; 
Even by theſe Men, Religion, that ſhould be -. 
The curb, is made the {pur to Tyranny 
They with their double key of Conſcience bind 
The Subjects Souls, and leave Kings unconfin'd; 
While their poor Vaſſals ſacrifice Keke Bloods 
T Ambition; and to Avarice, their Goods: 
Blind with Devotion. They themſelves eſteem 8 
Made for themſelves, and all the World for them; 
While Heaven's great Law, given for their Guide, ap- 
ears 
Juſt, a unjuſt, but as it waits on theirs: 
IUsd, but to give the Ecchoe to their Words, 
Power to their Wills, and Edges to their Swords. 
To yarniſh all their Errors, and ſecure | 
The Ills they act, and all the World endure. 
Thus by their Arts Kings awe the Wor'd, while they, 
Religion, as their Miſtreſs, ſeem t' obey ; 945 
Let as their Slaye command her: while they ſeem 
To riſe to Heaven, they make Heaven ſtoop to thema 
Nor is this all, where feign'd Devotion bends 
he higheſt Things, to ſerye the loweſt Ends: 
Var V. 4 M Far 
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For if the many-headed Beaſt hath broke, 
Or ſhaken from his Neck the Royal Yoke, 
With popular Rage, a Nr doth conſpire, . 
Flows into that, and ſwells the Torrent higher; 
Then Powers firſt Pedigree from Force deriyes, 
And calls to mind the old Prerogatives 

Of Free-born Man; and with a ſaucy Eye 
Searches the Heart and Soul of Majeſty: _ 
Then to a ſtrict Account, and Cenfure brings 
The Actions, Errours, and the End of Kings; 
Treads on Authority, and ſacred Laws; | | 
Yet all for God, and his pretended Cauſe, 


Acting ſuch things for him, which he in them, 
And which themſelves in others will condemn ; 1 
And thus engag'd, nor ſafely can retire, / 


Nor ſafely ſtand, but blindly bold aſpire, - 
Forcing their Hopes, even through Deſpair, to climb 
To new Attempts; diſdain the preſent Time, 
Grow from Diſdain to Threats, wa Threats to Arms; 
Rug they (though Sons of Peace) till ſound th'4 
arms: 

Thus whether Kiogs or People ſeek Extreams, 
Still Conſcience and Religion are their Theams : 
And whatſoever Change the State inyades, 

The Pulpit either forces, or perſuades. 

Others may give the Fewel, or the Fire; 

But they the Breath, that makes the Flame, inſpire. 


— 
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NATURA NATURATA 


By the ſame Hand. 


HAT gives us that Fantaſtick Fit, 
That all our Judgment and our Wit 
To vulgar Cuſtom we ſubmit ? 


Treaſon, Theft, Murder, and the reſt 
Of that foul Legion we deteſt, . 
Are in their proper Names expreſt. 
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Why is it then taught Sin or Shame, 

Thoſe neceſſary: Parts to name 
From whence we went, and whence we came? 
Nature, whate er ſhe wants, requires; 

With Love enflaming our Deſires, | 
Finds Engins fit to quench thoſe Fires: 


Death ſhe abhors ; yer when Men die, 49 
We are preſent ; but no Stander- by * 
Looks on, when we that Loſs ſupply: 


Forbidden Wares ſell twice as dear z 
Even Sack prohibited laſt Year, 
A moſt abominable rate did bear, 


'Tis plain our Eyes and Ears are nice, 
Only to raiſe, by that Device, 
Of thoſe Commodities the Price. - 


Thus Reaſon's Shadows us betray; 
By Tropas and Figures led aſtrayp 
From Nature, both her Guide and Way. 


— 
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. By the ſame Hand, | ee a 7 


LD Chaucer, like the Morning-Sta, 

To us diſcovers Day from far. 
* thoſe Miſts and Clouds diſſoly' d. 
Which our dark Nation long involy'd; 

But he deſcending to the Shades, 
Darkneſs again the Age invades. 
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Next (like Aurora) Spencer roſe, 
W hoſe Purple Bluſh the Day forehows; 
The other bbs, with his own Fires, 
Phoebus, the Poets God, inſpires; 
By Shakeſpear's, Johnſon's, Fletcher's Lines, 
Our Stage's Luſtre Rome's out-ſhines: 9 
Theſe Poets near our Princes lep. 
And in one Grave their Manſion keep; 
They liv'd to ſee ſo many Days ; 
Till Time had blaſted all their Bays at 
But curſed be the fatal Hour, * 0 4 
That pluckt the faireſt, ſweeteſt Flower, 3 
That in the Muſes Garden EW, >) +; 
And amongſt wither'd Lawrels threw, 
Time, which made them their Fame out-live; 
To Cowley ſcarce did Ripeneſs give. 
Old Mother Wit, and Nature gave 
Shakeſpear and Fletcher all they _ „ igt 
In Spencer, and in Johnſon,” Art 
Of flower Nature got the ſtart; 
But both in him ſo equal are, | 
None knows which bears:the happy 'n ſhare 
To him no Author was unknown, 
Yet what he wrote was all his own; 
He melted not the ancient Gold. 
Nor with Ben Johnſon did make bold | 
To-pluzidet all the Roman Stores 
Of Poets, and of Orators:.  , 
Horace his Wit, and Virgil's State, 
He did not ſteal, but emulate; 
And when he would like them appear, 
Their Garb, but not their Cloaths did wear $ 
He not from Rome alone; but Greece, 
Like Jaſon, brought the Golden . 
To him that LES ge (though to none 
„Of th' others) as his own' was known. 
** On a ſtiff. Gale (as Flactus ſings) 


The Theban Swan extends his Wings, 
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When through Ethereal Clouds he flies, 
To the fame pitch our Swan doth riſe; © 
Old Pindar's flights by him are reach d. 
When on. that Gale his Wings are ſtretcht + 
His Fancy and his Judgment ſuch,... | || , 

Each to the other ſeem'd too much. 
His ſevere Judgment (giving Law) 

His modeft Fancy. kept in awe : 

As rigid Husbands jealous are, 2 
When they believe their Wives too Fair. 

His Engliſh Streams ſo pure did flow, . 

As all that ſaw, and taſted, know. 

But for his Latin Vein, ſo clear, 
* Strong, full and high it doth appear, 
That were Immortal Virgil here, bY , 
Him, for bis Judge, he would not fear; 

Of that great Portraicture, ſo true 

K Copy, Pencil never drew. 

My Muſe her Song had ended here, -. 

But both her Genu trait appear, 
Joy and Amazement her did ſtrike, .. * . .. 
Two Twins ſhe never ſaw fo like. 
Twas taught by wiſe Pythagoras, / '// 
One Soul might through more Bodies pas, 
Seeing ſuch Tranſmigration here, 

She thought it not a Fable there, 

Such a reſemblance of all Parts 
Life, Death, Age, Fortune, Nature, Arts, 
Then lights her Torch at theirs, to tell, 
And ſhew the World this Parallel. 
Fixt and contemplative their Looks, 

Still turning over Nature's Booaͥk : 
Their Works Chaſte, Moral and Divine, 
Where: Profit and Delight combine; 
They gilding Dirt, in noble Verſe 
Nuſtick Philoſophy rehearſe; 

When Heroes, Gods, or God-like Kings 
They praiſe, on their exalted Wings, 
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To the CeleftiaFOrbs rhey/climb, 6 
And with th' Harmonious Spheres keep Time; 
Nor did their Actions fall behind © 
Their Words, but with like Candour ſhin d. 
Each drew fair Characters, yet none TTY 
Of theſe they feign'd, excels their own; 

Both by two Generous Princes lov'd, 

Who knew, and judg*d what they approv'd: 
Yet having each the ſame Deſire, 

Both from the buſie Throng retire; 

Their Bodies to their Minds reſign'd, 

Car'd not to propagate their Kinds . 

Yet though both fell before their Hour, 

Time on their:Off-ſpring hath no power, 

Nor Fire, not Fate their Bays ſhall blaſt, 

Nor Death's dark Veil their Day o'er-caſt, 


An Occaſional Imitation of 4 Modern 
Author upon the Game of Cheſs: 
(Sir W. Davenant's Gondibert.) 


By the ſame Hand, 


"A Tablet ſtood of that abſterfive Tree, 
Where Æthiops ſwarthy Bird did build her Neſt, 
Inlaid it was with Libyan Ivory, 
Drawn from the Jaws of Africk's prudent Beaſt, 


Two Kings, like Saul, much taller than the reſt, 
Their equal Armies draw into the Field; 

Till one take th*:other Priſoner they conteſt; 
Courage and Fortune muſt to Conduct yield. 


This Game the Perſian Magi did invent, 
The Force of Eaſtern Wiſdom to expreſs, 
From thence to buſie Eugopaans ſent, 


And ſtyl'd by Modern Lombards: penſive Cheſs. 
=_— EK 
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Yet ſome that fled from Troy to Rome, report, 
.. Pemthiilea; Priam did oblige . 
Her Amazons his Trojans taught this Sport, 
To paſs the. tedious Hours of ten Years Siege, 


There ſhe preſents herſelf, whilſt King and Peers 
Look gravely on, whilſt fierce Bellona fights, 
Yet Maiden Modeſty her Motions ſteers, 
Nor rudely skips o'er Biſpops Heads like Knights. 


_—. 
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A SON 6 by Robert Wolſeley Eſq; 


A?! Blame me not, if no Deſpair 

A Paſſion you Inſpire can end, 

Nor think it ſtrange, too charming fair, 
If Love, like other flames, aſcend. 

If to approach a Saint with Prayer 
Unworthy V otaries pretend, 

Above all merit Heaven and you 

To the Sincere are only due. 


Long did Reſpe& awe my proud aim, 
And fear t' offend my Madneſs. cover, 
Like you it ſtill reprov d my flame, 
And in the Friend wou'd hide the Lover. 
But by things that want a name | 
the too bold truth diſcover. 
My Words in vain are in my Power, 
My Looks betray me every hour, 
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Vent CREATOR SPIRETUS, Tran /- 
lated in Paraphraſe. \ 
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8 Spirit, by whoſe EOS 
The World's Foundations firſt: were laid, 
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Come viſit ev'ry pious Mind; 5 
Come pour thy Joys on Humane Kind; 
From Sin and Sorrow fer us free; 5 
And make thy Temples worthy Thee. 
a O, Source of uncreated Light, 8420 , 

The Father's promis'd Paraclete ! * 
Thrice Holy Fount, thrice Holy Fire, 1 
Our Hearts with Heavenly Love infpire; © 
Come, and thy Sacred Unction bring 
To Sanctifie us, while we ſing! n 

Plenteous of Grace, deſcen from high, 
Rich in thy ſev'nfold Energy! ß, 
Thou ſtrength of his Almighty Hand. 
Whoſe Pow'r does Heaven and Earth Command. 
Proceeding Spirit, our Defence, n 
Who do'ff the Gift of Tongues diſpence, 
And crowu'ſt thy Gift with Eloquence! 

Refine and- purge our Earthly Parts; 
But, Oh, inflame-and fire our Hearts! 
Our Frailties help, our Vice controul'; 
Submit the Senſes to the Sul "Waka 
And when Rebellious they are grown, _ 
Then, lay thy hand, and hold em down, 

Chace from our Minds th” infernal Foe ; 
And Peace, the fruit of Love, beftow : 
And, left our Feet ſhou'd ſtep aſtray, 
Protect, and guide us in the way. 

Make us Eternal Truths receive, 
And practiſe all that we believe: 
Give us thy ſelf, that we may ſee 
The Father, and the Son, by thee. 
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Immortal, Honour, endleſs kame, 

Attend th Almighty Father's Name: 

The Saviour Son be glorify d. 

Who for loſt Man's Redemption dy'd, 

And equal Adoration be, 

— Paraclete, to thee, Na 
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By TRro; CAR EW, Eſq; 
Ark how the baſhful Morn in vain 
Courts the Amorous Marigold 
With ſighing blaſts, and weeping rain; 
Yet ſhe refuſes to unfold: * 
But when the Planet of the day 
Approacheth with his powerful ray, 
Then ſhe ſpreads, then The receives F 
His warmer beams. into her Virgin leaves. 
So ſhalt thou thrive in Love, fond Boy; 
It thy Tears and Sighs diſcover 
Thy grief, thou never ſhalt enjoy 
The juſt reward of a bold Lover: 
But when with moving accents thou 
Shalt conſtant Faith and Service vow, . 
Thy Celia ſhall receive thoſe Charms 
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With open Ears, and With unfolded Arms. 288 
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The E N EVI RT. 
1 Mongſt the * yrtles Tar” walk'd, 4 8. 
Love and my Sighs thus intertalk dl, 


Tell me (ſaid I in deep diſtreſs) 
Where may I find my Shepherdeſs? 
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In brighteſt Lilly that there ftands, 
Such ſweets as in her Boſom dwell. 


1 went to pluck them one by one, 
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Thou fool (ſaid Love) know'ſt thou not this, | Tl 
In 2 thing that's good ſhe is; An 
In yonder Tulip go and \ſeek, © Th 
There thou may'{t find her Lip, her Cheek. — 

| | Bla 
In yon ennamel'd Panſie by, 65 $898; | If « 


There thon ſhalt have her curious Eye; 
In bloom of Peach, in Roſie bud, gr 
There wave the ſtreamers of her Blood, | 


The Emblem of her whiter Hands. 
In yonder riſing Hill there ſmell . 


"Tis true (ſaid I) and thereupon 


To make of parts a union; 
But on a ſudden all was gone. 


With that 1 ſtopt; ſaid Love, Thefe be 
ms Man) refemblances of thee, 

nd as theſe flow'rs, thy joys fhall die, 
Even in the twinkling of an Eye: 

And all thy hopes of her ſhall wither, 
Like theſe ſhort ſweets, thus knit together. 
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O more ſhall Meads: be deckt with Flowers, 
Nor Sweetneſs dwell in Roſie Bowers; 
Nor greeneſt Buds on Branches ſpring, 
Nor warbling Birds delight to fing, 
Nor April Violets paint the Groye, 
If I forſake my Ceitd's Love. wy 
4] 2 44 e 
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The Fiſh ſhall in the Ocean burn, 
And Fountains ſweet ſhall bitter turn, 
The humble Oak no Flood ſhall know 
When Floods ſhall higheſt Hills o'erflow ; 
Black Lethe ſhall Oblivion leave, 
If e'er my Celia I deceiye. 


Love ſhall his Bow and Shaft lay by, 
And Venus* Doves want wings' to fly, 
The Sun refuſe to ſhew his light, 

And Day ſhall then be turn'd to Night, 
And in that Night no Star appear, 

If once I leave my Celia dear. 


Love ſhall no more inhabit Earth, 
Nor Lovers more ſhall love for worth, 
Nor joy above in Heaven dwell, 1 
Nor pain torment poor Souls in Hell; g 

rim Death no more ſhall horrid prove, 
cer I leave bright Celia's Love, 


- 
— — r 2 - 
g — — _ FRA 
= - 2 
tC AY 
ql l . — — 
> — * 
. . - . 297 «\ 
_ SD Lhe 5 
_ I) WV . 
— — J WY | 
— WAR 7 
Þ! Th -& .*} | 
8 \ Tn 1 / 
I : * P — 8 - 
n 
2 — 
- , \ V 
6 . 


"I 


, REL Z. 


Ar 


RELIG1O LAICT: | 


OR, A 
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PREFACE 


1 


Porm with fo bold a Title, and a Name prefix d, 
from which the handling of ſo ſerious a Sub ject᷑ 
wou'd not be expected, may reaſonably oblige the 
Author to ſay ſomewhat, in defence both of . 
and of his undertaking. In the firſt place, if it be ob- 
jeffed to me, that being a Layman, 1 ought nor to have 
cncern'd my ſelf with Sperulations, which belong to the 
Frofeſſron f Divinity; I cou'd Anſwer, that perhaps, 
Laymen, with equal Advantages of Parts and Know- 
ledge, are not the moſt incompetent Judges of Sacred 
things; But in the due Senſe of my own Weakneſs and 
want of Learning, I plead not this: I pretend not to 
make my ſelf a Judge of Faith in others, but only to 
make a Confeſſion of my own; 1 lay no unhallowe4 
and upon the Art; but wait on it with the Reve- 
rence that becomes me at a diſtance, In the next place 
will ingennoufly confeſs, that the helps I have us'4 in 
bis ſmall Treatiſe, were many of them taken from the 
Works of our own Reverend Divines of the Church of 
ngland ; ſo that the Weapons with which I combat Ir- 
eligion, are already conſecrated, though 1 Juppoſe they 
may be taken down as lawfully as the Sword of Golt- 
th was by David, when they are to be employed for the 
| 7 common 
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common Cauſe, againſt the Enemies of Piety. I jntend 

not by this to intitle them to any of my Errors; which 

yet, 1 hope, are only thoſe of Charity to Mankind ; and 
Tack as my own Charity has caus'd me to commit, that 
| 0 "mare taſty excuſe. Being naturally in. 
1 clin'd to Scepriciſm in Philoſophy, Ihave no Reaſon to im. 
4 poſe my Opinions, in a Subjett which is above it: But 
whatever they are, I ſubmit them. with all Reverence to 
my Mother Church, accounting them no farther mine, 
| than as they are authoriz'd, or at leaſt uncondemn'd by 
| her. And indeed, to ſecure my ſelf on this fide, I have 

| ud. the neceſſary Precaution, of ſhowing this Pater, 
before. it was publiſh'd; to a judicious and learned Friend, 

4 Man indefatigably-zealous iu the Service of the Church 

- and State; and whoſe Writings have highly deſerv'd of 

+ Goth. He was pleas'd to approve the Body of the Diſ- 
courſe, and I hope he is more my Friend, than to do it 
out of Complaiſance: Iis true he had too good a Taſte 

to like it all; and among ſi ſome other Faults recommen- 

ded to my ſecond View, what I have written, perhaps 

too boldly, on St. Athanaſius :.. which he adviſed m 

wholly to omit. I am ſenſible enough that I had dow. 

more prudently to have follow'd his Opinion: But then 

1 bal not have ſatisfied my ſelf, that I had done ho- 

neſtly not to have written what was my own, It has 
always been my Thought, that Heathens, who never 

did, nor-without Miracle cou'd hear of the Name of 

Chriſt, were yet in a poſſibility of Salvation. Neither will 

it. enter eaſily into my Belief, that before the coming 

of our Saviour, the wholeWorld, excepting only the Jew- 

#6 Nation, ſhould lye under the inevitable Neceſſity af 
everlaſting Puniſhment, for want of that Revelation, 
which was confin'd to ſo [mall a ſpot of Ground as that 

of Paleſtine, Among the Sons of Noah we read of on. 

only who was accurs'd; and if a Bleſſing in the Rijt-. 

40 of Time was reſerv'd for Japhet, (of whoſe Progeny 

we are,) it ſeems unaccountable to me, why ſa man) 
Generations of the ſame Cffspring, as preceded, our Savi- 

our in the Fleſh, ſhou d be all involy'd in one common 

Condemnation, and yet that their Poſterity ſhould be 4 
eee een 

Nn! . 
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rituled to the hopes of Salvation + As if 4 Bill of Ex- 
duſion had 72 only on the Fathers; » which debarr'd 
not the Sons from their Succeſſion, - Or that ſo many 
Ages had been deliver'd over to Hell, and ſo many re- 
fery'd for Heaven, and that the Devil had the firſt 
choice, and God the next. Truly I am apt to thini that 
the revealed Religion which whs taught by Noah to all 
| his Sons, "might" continue for ſome Ages in the whole Po- 
ferity. That afterwards it was included wholly in the 
Family of Sem is manifeſt: but when the -Progenies of 
Cham and Japhet ſwarm'd inte Colonies,” and thoſe 
Colonies were ſubdivided into many others; in 2 of 
time their Deſcendants loſt. by tittle ant little the Primi- 
tive and Purer Rights of Divine Wor ſhip," retaining only 
the Notion of one Deity; to which: ſucceeding Generu- 
tuns added others: (for Men took their Degrees in thoſe 
Ages from Conquerors to Gods, Revelation being \ thus 
eclipſed to Na,, all Mankind, the Light of Nature 43 
the next in Dignity was ſubſtituted; and that is it 
which St. Paul concludes to be the Rule of the Heathens; 
and by which they are hereafter to be ſudg d. Jer! 
— he be true, then the Conſequence which I ha 


Deiſm, or the Principles of Nurural Worſhip,: are only 
the faint Remnants' or dying Flames of Reveal'd Reli- 
gion in the Hoſterity f Noah: And that our Modern 
Philoſophers, nay and ſome of our Philoſophiſing Divines, 
have too much exalted the Faculties of our Souls, when 
they have maintain'd, that by their Force Mankind has 
been able to find out that there is one Supreme Agent or 
Intellectual Being, which we: call God; that Praiſe and 
Prayer are his due Worſhip; and the reſt of thoſe De- 
lucements, which I am \ confident are the remote F 


ean as ſimply conſider d, and without the Benefit of 
Divine Illumination, So that we have not lifted. up our 
elves to God, by the weak Pinions of our . Reaſon, but 
be has been pleaſed to deſcend to us; and what Socrates 
ad of him, what. Plato «writ, and the. reſt of the Hea- 


aſum'd in my Poem may be ' alſo true; namely, that 


f Revelation, and unattainable i by: our Diſcourſe, I 


ben Philoſophers of. ſeveral. Nations, is all no. more * 
8 | the 
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the. Tuvlight. of Revelation, after the Sun of it Was (ut 
in ahh. Race f Noah. That there. is ſomething abou 4 
ſome Principle Motion, ou. Reaſon can apprehend, 
2 it tannat diſcover what it is, by its own Virtue, 
And indead tis very improbable. that we, who by th, 
Strength of our Faculties cannot enter into the Know. 
ledge of any Being, not ſo much as. of our on, ſhould 
Le able to find out by them, that Supreme Nature, which 
. we cannot otherwiſe define than by ſaying it is Infinite, 
as if Infinite were definable, or Infinity a Subject fir 
eur narrow Underſtanding. They who wou'd prove N. 
ligion by 'Reaſon, do but weaken the Cauſe which they 
enden vour to ſupport : tis to take away the Pillar from 
our Faith, and to pro it only with a tuig "tis to d. 
en a Tower like that of Babel, which it were pol. 
-ble (as. it is not) to reach Heaven, would come to nothing 
4 the Confuſion of the Workmen, For every Man i 
building a ſeveral. way, impotently conceited of his own 
Model, and his own Materials: Reaſon is always firi 
ving, and always at a loſs; and of neteſſify it muſt | 
come to paſs, while tis exercis'd about that which is ut 
105 yt Object. Tet us be content at laſt, to kuy 
God by his own. Methods; at leaſt ſo much of him, « 
he is pleas'd to reveal to us in the Sacred Scriptures; t 
| them to be the Word of God, is all our Rel 
Jon: has to do; for all beyond it is the Work of Faith, 
which is the Seal of Heaven impreſs'd upon our humu 
And now for what concerns the Holy Biſhop Athi 
naſius: the Preface of whoſe Creed ſeems inconſiſiat 
with my Opinion; which is, that\Heathens may poſſu 
be-ſav'd ; in the firſt place I deſire it may be conſider 
that it is the Preface only, not the Creed it felf, uli 
Ctill I at» better inſorm d) is of too hard a Digeſtion ſi 
my Charity. *'Tis not that I am ignorant how mal) 
ſeveral Texts of Scripture ingly rt that Cauſt 
but neither am 1 ignorant all thoſe Texts may 
crive 4 kinder, and more mollified Interpretation. Ev 
Man who is read in Church Hiffory, knows, that | 
lief was drawn wp after long Conteſtation with / 
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roncerning. the Divinity of our. bleſſet Sa visur, and his 
being one Subſtance with the Father; and that thus 
WH compil'd, it was = abroad among. the. Chriſtian 
Churches, as a kind of Teſt, which whoſoever took, was 
lad on as an Orthodox Belie ver- 'Tis manifeſt. from 
| Wh hence that the Heathen part of the Empire was not con- 
, WH cerned in it: ſor its. Buſineſs was not to diſtinguiſh be- 
twixt Pagans and Chriſtians, but betwixt Heretichs 
and true Believers, This, well conſider d, takes off the 
heavy Weight of Cenſure, which I won d willingly avoid 
from ſo venerable a, Man; for if this Propoſition, ho- 
ſoever will be ſay'd, be reſtrained only to thoſe to whom. 
it was intended, and for whom it was compoſed, J. 
mean the Chriſtians, then the Anathema reaches not 
the Heathens, who had never heard of Chriſt, and wete- 
nothing mtereſted in that Diſpute, After all, I am far 
ſrom blaming even that Prefatory Addition to the Creed, 
and as far from cavelling at the Continuation of it 
in the Liturgy of the Church ; where, on the Days 4p 
pointed, tis publickly read: For, I ſuppoſe, there is t 
ſame Reaſon for it now, in Oppoſition to the 'Socinians, 
u there was then againſt the Arians; the one being a 
Hereſie, which ſeems to have been refin'd out of the v- 
ther; and with how much more plauſibility of Reaſon it 
combats our Religion, with ſo much. more Caution to be 
gvoided : and therefore the Prudence of our Church is to 
be commended, which has interpos'd her Authority for 
the Recommendation. of this Creed, Tet to ſuch as are 
grounded in the true Belief, thoſe explanatory Creeds, the 
ene and this of Athanaſius, might perhaps be ſpar d: 
or what is ſupernatural, will. always be a- Myſtery in 
pieht of Expoſition: and for my own part the plain 
Ipoſtles, Creed is . moſt ſuitable to my weak Under- 
omg 3.48 the ſimpleſt Dit is the moſt eaſie of Di- 
reſtion, | 
I have dwelt longer on this Subject than I intended; 
Id longer than, perhaps, I onrht; for having laid 
"wn, as my Foundation, that the Scripture is a Rule; 
at in all things needful to Salvation, it is clear, fuf> 
ent, and ordain'd by Gad Almighty for that purpoſe, 


— 
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1 have left my ſelf :n0- Right to interpret obſcure plan 
ſuch as . poſſibility of eternal 2 6 8 
Heathens : becauſe whatſoever is ab ſoure, is concluded Ki 
not neceſſary to be known, Im. ) 
But, by aſſerting the Scripture to be the Canon of ous Wh Sai 
Faith, I have unavoidably created to my ſelf two ſor; WM Cor 
Enemies: The Papiſts indeed, more directly, becauſy pia 
they have kept the Scripture from us, what*they cou'd, . 1 
and have reſerv'd to themſelves \a right of 'interpretin Wl tri 
what they have deliver d, under the Pretence of Infall. Wh an) 
bility : and the Fanaticks more collaterally, becauſ, Wl (ba 
they have aſſum d what amounts to an Infallibility, in Wl exc 
the private Spirit: and have detorted thoſe Texts of Wi fro: 
Scripture,” which are not neceſſary to Salvation, to thi 
damnable Uſes of 'Sedition, Diſturbante and Deſtruction 
of the Civil Government, I begin with' the Pajiſt, 
and to ſpeak freely, I think them the leſs dangerous (at 
leaſt in Appearance to our preſent State) for not only th 
Penal Laws are in Force avainſt them, and their Num. 
ber is contemptible; but alſo their Peerage and Common 
are excluded from Parliaments, and conſequently thoſt 
'Laws in-no-probabibty' of K madp) A Generd 
and uninterrupted Plor of their Clergy ,. ever ſince th 
Reformation,” I ſuppoſe all "Proteſtants believe. For 't 
not reaſonable to thin but that ſo many of their Crders 
as were outed from their fat Poſſeſſions, wou d endeavui 
a re- entrance againſt thoſe whom they account Heretic 
As for the late Deſigu, Mr. Coleman's Letters for ought 
J know-are the beſt Evidence; and what they diſcov, 
Without wire drawing their Senſe; or malicious Gloſs 
all Men of Reaſon conclude credible, I there be an 
thing more than this requir d of me, I muſt believe ii 
as well as. I am able, in ſpighi of the Witneſſes, au 
ont of a decent Conformity to the Votes of Parliament: 
For I ſuppoſe the Fanaticks will not allow the privitt 
Spirit in this Caſe : vm Pegg away nc is at leaſt i 
one * of the Government ;. and our Under ſtanding 
well as our Wills are repreſented, Bur to return toil 
Roman Catholicks, hom can ve be ſecure from the Pri 
Cie of Jeſuited Papiſts in that Religion? For 
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tu or. three of that Order, as ſome. of them would im- 
poſe upon. us, but almoſt the whole Body of them are of 
Opinion, that their infallible Maſter. has à right over 
Kings, \ not only in Spirituals but TJemporals. Not to 
name Mariano, Bellarmine, Emanuel Sa, Molina, 
Santaret, Simanca, and at leaſt twenty others of Foreign 
Countries; ue can produce f our own' Nation, Cam- 
pian, and Doleman or Parſons, beſides many are nam d 
hom baue nat;read,: who all of them atteſt this Doc- 
me, that the Popecan depoſe and give away the Right of 

any Sovereign Prince, ſi vel paulum deflexerit, if he 
all never ſo little Warp: but if he once comes to be 
excommunicated, then the Bond of Obedience is taken off 
from Subjects; and they may and ought to drive him 
like — ar Nebuchadnezzar, ex hominum Chriſtiano- 
mum Dominatu, from exerciſing Dominion over Chri- 
ftians : and to this they are bound: by Virtue of: Divine 
Precept, and by all the Tyes of Conſcience under no leſs 
Penalty than Damnation. f they anſwer me (as a 
Tearned Prieft has lately written) that this Doctrine of 
the Jeſuires is not de fide, and that conſequently. they 


„not oblig d by it, they muſt Pardon me, if I think: 
I have ſaid nothing to the Purpoſe; for tis a Maxim 
their Church, where Points of Faith are not decid- 
1, and that Doctors : are ef contrary Opinions, they 


may follow which part they pleaſe : but more ſafely the 
oft receivd and moſt 'authoriz'd. And their Cham- 
hn Bellarmine has told the World, in his Apology, that 
he, King of England is 4 N to. the Pope, ratione 
ire&i- Dominii, and that he holds in Villanage of hit 


nan Landlord. Which is no new Claim put in for 
a egland. Our Chronicles are his Authentique Witneſſes, 
ve r King John was Jepos'd by the ſame Plea, and 
an bilip Auguſtus admitted Tenant, ' And which makes. 


he more for: Bellarmine, the French King was again 
Jecied when our King \ ſubmitted to the Church, and 
4 Crown received under the ſordid Condition of Vaſ- 
'Tis not. ſufficient for the more moderate and well- 
eaning Papiſts, (of. which I doubt not there are many). 
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to" produce the Evidences of « their) Loyalty 10 abe lats 
Xie, and to declare their Innocency in this Plot; rh 
ant their Behaviour in the firſt, to have been. as Loyal 
and as Brave as they deſire; and will be willing to hold 
them excus'd as to the ſecond, (1 mean when it come; 
to my turn, and after my Betters; for "tis 4 Mad; 
to he ſober alone, N Nation continues drunk ;) 
But that Saying of their Father Creſ. is ſtill running in 
y Head, that they may be diſpens'd with in their Obe- 
dience to an Heretick Prince, while the 'Neceſſety of th 
Times ſhall oblige them to it: ¶ for that (as another if 
them tells us) is only the Effect of Chriſtian Prudence: 
* but when once they ſhall get Power to ſhake him off, au WM " 
Heretic is no lawful King, and conſequently to riſe i. Wt ** 
gainſt him is no Rebellion, I ſhould be glad therefore, Wl * 
that they won d follow the Advicewhich' was charitably Wl 
given them by a Reverend Proltateof our Church; name. J. 
ly, that they wow'd join in a publick' Act of diſowning Wl * 
and deteſting thoſe Jeſuitick Principles; and ſubſcribe n 0 
All Doftrines which deny the Pope's Authority" of De Will 
176 Kings and releaſing Subjects from their Oath of Al- 


egiance: to which I fhowd think they might eaſily & i 4 
induc'd,; if" it be true that this preſent Pope has cn. Wi 
dewn'd the Doctrine of 3 (a Theſes of the J 
- ſuites) amonſi others ex Cathedra (as they call it). or in WW © 
open Confsftory, 155 a a 92 Nit „ | gabi 
Leaving them, therefore, in fo fair a way (if they conſe 
pleaſe themſebve) of ſatisfying all — a Men, of 0: 
Their Sincerity and good meaning to the Government, .* 
ſhall male bold to conſider that other Extreme of our k/* . 
lizion, I mean the Fanaticks, or Schiſmaticks of the Eng Wil C. 
. 


fh Church. Since the Bible has been tranſlated im 

our Tongue, they have usgd it ſo, as if their Buſini| 
was not to be frag, but to be damm'd by its Content 
if we conſider only them, bettor had it been for th 
Englifh Nation, that it had ftilk remain'd in the oriv 
nal Greek and Hebrew, or ut leaſt in the honeſt Lan 
of St. Jerome; than that ſeveral Texts in it ſhould lun 
been prevaritated to the Deſtruttion of that Gowernmit 


Which put it into ſo ungrateful' Hands, 
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many Hereſres the \ firſÞ Tranſlation of Tyndat 
alle i fow Years, les my Tord Herbet's e of 
Henry #he Eighth inform you; Infomuch that for the 
groſs Errors in it, and the great Miſchiefs it occaſion'd, 
a are <0 on the feb Edition of the Bible; too 
ſhameful almoſt to be repeated. After the ſhort Reign of 
Edward the Sixth (who had continued to carry on t 
Reformation, on other Principles than it was begun 
every one knows, thas not only the chief Promaters f 
that Work, but many others, whoſe Conſciences wou'd not 
diſpence. with Paper. were forc'd for fear of Perſecuti- 
on, to change Climates; from whence returning at the 
beginning af Queen Elizabeth's Reign, - many of them 
who had been in France, and at Geneva, brought back 
the rigid Opinions and imperious Diſcipline of Calvin to 
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raft upon our * Which though they cun- 
' 221 e at firſt,” (as well knowing 05 neuſe- 
2 ouſly that Drug wou'#-go down in a lawful Monarchy, 
which w4s preſcrib'd for a rebellious Common-wealth) 
1 yet they always kept it in reſerve; and were never 


wanting to themſelves either in Court or Paliament, 
when either they had any Proſpeft of a numerous Part) 
of Fanatick Members in the one, or the Encourageme 
"of Favourite in the other, whoſe Coyetouſneſs was + 
gating as the Patrimony of the Church. They who will 
mm WW the Works of our venerable Hooker, or the ac- 
count of his Life, or more particularly the Letter writ- 
ten to him on this Subjeft by George Cranmer, may 
ir by what Gradutions they proceeded ; from the diſlike 
of Cap and Surplice, the very next Step was Admoniti- 
ons to the Paliament againſt the whole Government Ec- 
cleſtaſtical: then came out Volumes in Engliſh and Latin 
n Defence of their Tenets: and immediately practices 
ere ſet on foot to erebt their Diſcipline without Authge- 
ty, Thoſe not ſucceeding, Satyr and Rajling was the 
next: And Martin Mar-Prelate (the, Marvel of thoſe 
pimes) was the firſt Presbyterian Scribler, who ſanfify'd 
ibels and Scurrility to the uſt of the Good Old Cauſe. . 
hich was done (ſays my Author) upon this account; 
that (their ferious Treatifes having veen fully anſwered 
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and refuted) they might compaſs b railing what th 
Bad lat by reaſoning z. and when their Cauſe. was la 
in Court aud Parliament, 
a Stake" amongſt. the - Rabble : for 10 their. Ignorance al 
things are Wit-which are abuſiue; but 'if Church and 
State were made the Theme, then the Doctoral Degree 
of Wit was to. be talen at Billingſgate: even the mf 
Saint-like of the Party, though they. durſhnot excuſe thi 
.Contempt . and vil Pe the Government, yet were 
leas'd, and grinn d at it with à pious. Smile; and call 
it. 4 Judgment of God againſt the Hierarchy. Thu; 
SeFtaries, we may ſee, were born with Teeth, foul- mouthyd 
and ſcurrilous from their | Infancy :. and if . Spiritual 
Pride, Venome, Violence, Contempt f  Superiours, and 
Slander had been the Marks. of Orthoddx Belief ; the 
Presbytery and the reſt of our . Schiſmaticks, which an 


their Spawn, were always the moſt . viſible. Church in 


Ii true the Government was tod ſtrong at that tim 
for 4 Rebellion; bur ro: ſbew what Proficiency they ha 
made in Calvin's School, even. Then their Mouths wa: 
ter A at it: for two. of their gifted Brotherhood (Hacke 
and Coppinger) as the Story tells us, got up into « 
_ Peaſe Cart, and. harangued the People, to diſpoſe them 
to an Inſurrettion, and to eſtabliſh. their Diſeilin by 
Force: ſo that however it comes about that now they 
celebrate Queen Elizabeth's Birth-night," as that of thei 
| Saint and Patroneſs; yet then they ' were for doing th 
Work of the Lord by Arms againſt her; and in all pn. 
ability, they wanted but 4 Fanatick Lord Mayor anl 
two Sheriffs of. their, Party to have compaſs'd it. 
Dur venerable Hooker, after many | Admonition 
_ which he had given them towards the end of his In 
Face, breaks out into this: praphetick Speech, ©. There 
ein every one of theſe Conſiderations moſt juſt Caule 
„to fear, leſt our haſtineſs to embrace à thing d 
e ſo perilous Conſequence. (meaning the Presbyteriu 
bu Dif: line) ſhould cauſe Poſterity.to feel thoſe Evil 
« which as yet are more eaſie for us to prevent, that 
they would be for them to remedy,” + 1 
e DOOR SY OY I | . "0 


mighi ar leaſt: hedge in 


PN EFA CE. 267 
mow fatally this Caſſandra has foretold, we know too 
well by ſad. Experience: The Seeds were ſawn. in the 
time of Queen Elizabeth, the bloody Harveſt. ripened. in 
the Reign of King Charles the Martyr : and becauſe all 
the Shea ves could not be carried off without: ſhedding 
ſome of the looſe Grains, another Crop is too like to fol, 
hw ; nay 1 fear tis unavoidable, if the Conventiclers 
be permitted till to ſcatter. 

A Man may be Ken to quote an Adverſary to 
our Religion, when he ſpeaks Truth: and tis the obſer- 
vation of Meimbourgh in his Hiſtory of Calviniſm ; 
that where-ever that Diſcipline was planted: and em- 
brac'd, Rebellion, Civil-War and Miſery attended it. 
And hau indeed ſhould: it happen otherwiſe? Reformati- 
on. of Church and State has always been the ground of 
our Diviſions in England, While we were: Papiſts, our 
Holy Father rid us, by pretending Authority out of the 
Scriptures to depoſe Princes; when. we ſhook off his Au- 
thority, the Sectaries furniſh'd themſelves with the ſame 
Weapons ;. and out of the F xd Magazine, the Bible. So 
that the Scriptures, which are in themſelves the greateſt 
Security , Governours, as commanding expreſs Obe- 
dince to them, are now turn d to. their Deſtructian; 


7 and neuer ſince the Reformazion, has there wanted. a 
* Text of their interpreting to Authorize a Rebel, And 
* tis to be noted by the way, that the Doftrines of Ki 


illing and Depoſing, which haue been taken up only 
be worſt Party vf the Papiſts, the moſt, frontleſs Flat- 
ferers of the Pope's. Authority, have been eſpous d, de- 
dtd, and are ſtill maintain'd by the whole: Body of 
onconformiſts and Republicans. Lis hut dubbing them 
Ives the People of God, which. tis the Intereſt of their 
Preachers to tell them they are, and their own. Intereſt. 
b believe; and after that, they. cannot dip into the Bible, 
ut one Text or another will turn up for their Purpoſe : 
they are under Perſecution (as they call it,) then that 
| a Mark of their Election; if they flouriſh, then God 
orks Miracles ſor their Deliverance, and the Saints are 
} poſſeſs the Earth, n 
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true Engliſhmen, when they obey the King, and tru 


| brit to be reaſowd into Truth. 
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5 They may think themſelves to be too roughly handled 
in this Paper; but I who know beſt how far I could 


haze gone on this Subject, muſt be bold to tell them they 


are ſpar'd : though at the ſame time I am not ignorant 


that they interpret the mildneſs of a Mritter to them, 
as they do the Mercy of the Government; in the on 
they think it Fear, and conclude it Weakneſs in the other. 
The beſt way for them to confute me is, as I before ad. 
wis'd the Papiſts, to diſclaim their Principles, and u. 
nounce their Practices. We ſhall all be glad to think then 


Proteſtants when they conform to the Church Diſcipline, 
I remains that I atquaint the Reader, that the Verſe 
were written for an ingenious young Gentleman, my 
Friend ; upon his Tranſlation of The Critical Hiſtory of 
the Old Teſtament, compos'd by the learned Father Si. 
mon: The Verſes therefore are addreſſed to the Tran. 
ſlator of that Work, and the Style of them is, what ii W 
ought to be, F rn G2 1 Bu 
any one be ſo lamentable a Critick as to require the 

Smoothneſs, the Numbers, and the Turn of Heroick Poetry 
in this Poem; I muſt tell him, that if he has not real 
Horace, I have ſtudied him, and hope the Style of hi 
Epiſtles is not ill imitated here. The Expreſſions of « 
Poem, deſign'd purely for Inſtruction, ought to be Plain 
and Natural, and yet Majeſtick; for here the Poet i 
preſum'd to be a kind of Lawygiver, and thoſe three Qu 
littes which I have nam'd, are proper. to the Legiſlatin 
Style. The Florid, Elevated and Figurative way is fit 
the Paſſions ; for Love and Hatred, Fear and Anger, an 
begotten in the Soul by, ſhewing their Objects out of thei 
true Proportion: eithgr greater than the Life, or li; 
but Inſtruction is to be given by ſhewing. them what thy 
naturally are. A Man is to be cheated into Paſin 
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Was lent, not to * our doubtful way, | 


But guide us upwar 


to a better Day. 
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And as thoſe nightly Tapers diſappear, 2 
When Day's bright Lord aſcends our Hemiſphere; 
So pale grows Reaſon at Religion's light; _ f 
So dyes, and ſo diſſolues in Supernatural Light, | 
Some few, whoſe Lamp ſhone brighter, have been led 
From Cauſe to Cauſe, to Nature's ſecret Head; | 
And found that oxe-firſt Principle muſt be: 

But what, or who, that UNIVERSAL HE; 
Whether ſome Soul incompaſſing this Ball, 


Or various Atoms interfering Dance 
Leapt into Form (the Noble Work of Chance) 


Or this great All was from Eternity; 


Not ev'n the Stagirite himſelf could ſee; 
And Epicurus 00 as well as He: 


As blindly grop' 


they for a future State; 
As raſhly judg'd of Providence and Fate: 


— 
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Il, as the borrow'd Beams of Moon 

I NCA and Stars | 
To lonely, weary, wand'ring Travellers, 
Is Reaſon to the Soul: And as on high, 
Thoſe rowling Fires diſcover but the Sky 


Not light us here; So Reaſo 


's glim- 


Unmade, unmovꝰd; yet making, moving All; 


: 


But leaſt of all could their Endeayours find 
What moſt concern'd the good of Humane kind ; - 


* 


For Happineſs was never to be found; 
But van ſh'd from 'em, like Enchanted Ground. 


* 


One 
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One thought Content the Good to be enjoy'd: 
This, every little Accident deftroy'd:: ; 
The wiſer Madmen. did for Virtue. toil :. 
A Thorny, or at beſt a barren Soil: 
In Pleaſure ſome their glutton Souls would ſteep; 
But found their Line too ſhort, the Well too deep; 
And leaky Veſſels which no Bliſs cou'd k. 
Thus, anxious Thoughts in endleſs Circles rout. 
Without a Centre where to fix the Soul: 
In this wild Maze their vain Endeavours end. 
How can the Les the Greater comprehend ? 
Or finite Reaſon reach Infinity? e 
For what cou'd Fathom 60 D, were more than Fe. 
FThe f Deiſt thinks he ſtands on firmer Ground; 
Cries 2vp1x&@: The mighty Secret's found: 
God is that Spring of Good; Supreme, and Beſt; 
We, made to ſerve, and in that Service bleſt; 
. I6 fo, ſome.'Rules of Worſnhip muſt be given, 
+ Diſtributed alike. to all by Heaven + 20 
Elſe God were partial, and to ſome: deny d 
The: Means his Juſtice ſhow'd! for ali provide. 
This general Worſhip is to PRAIS Z and RAT: 
One part to borrow' Bleſſings, one to pay: | 
And when frail Nature flides into Offence, 
The Sacrifice for Crimes is Penitence, 
Yet, ſince th*Effe&s of Providence, we- find, 
Are . to Humane kind; 
That Vice txiumphs, and Vintus ſuffers: hene, 
(A brand that Sovereign Juſtice cannot bear; 
Our Reaſon prompts us to a future State: 
The laſt Appeal from Fortune, and from Fate: 
Where God's all-righteous ways will be deelar'd; 

e Bad meet Pumſhment, the Good, Reward, 

+ Thus Man by: his own Strength to Heaven wou'd 
And wou'd nat be oblig'd to God fer more; ſoar 
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Vain, wretched Oreature, how art thou miſ- led 

To think thy Wit thele God-like Notions bred! 
Theſe Truths are not the product of thy Mind, 

But dropt from Heaven, and of a Nobler kind. 
Reveal'd Religion firſt inform'd thy Sight, 

And Roſe ſaw not, "till Faith ſprung the Light. 
Hence all thy Natural Worſhip takes a 4 Source : 

'Tis Revelation What thou think'ſt Diſcourſe, 

Elſe, how com'ſt Ihn to ſee theſe Truths ſo clear, 
Which ſo obſcure to Heathens did appear ? 

Not Plato theſe, nor Ariſtotle found: | 

Nor * He whoſe Wiſdom: Orarles renown'd.. 

Haſt thou a Wit ſo deep, or ſo ſublime, . * 
Or canſt thou lower dive, or higher climb ? 

Canſt Thou, by Reaſon, more of God-head know 
Than Platarch, Seneca, or Cicero? 

Thoſe Gyant Wits, in happier Ages born, 

(When Arms and Arts did Greece and Rome adorn); 
Knew no ſuch .Syſieme-: no ſuch Piles cou'd raiſe 
Of Natural Worſhip, built on Pray'r and Praiſe, 

To one ſole GOD. 

Nor did Remorſe, to expiate Sin, preſcribe : 

But flew their Fellow Creatures for a Bribe : 

The guiltleſs Vickim groan'd for their Offence ; 

And Cruelty, and Blood was Penitence. 

If Sheep and Oven cou'd attone for Men, 

Ah! at how cheap a rate the Rich might Sin!!! 
And great O * 1 might Heaven's Wrath beguile, 
By offering his 0wn Creatures for a Spoil! 

Dar'ſt thou, poor Worm, offend Infinity? 

And muſt the Terms of Peace be given by Thee? 
Then Thow art Juſtire in the laſt Appeal; 

Thy eaſie God inſtructs thee to rebell: 

And, like a King remote, and weak, muſt take 

a! What Satisfaction Thon art pleas'd to make. 

i But if there be a Pow too Juſt, and ſtrong 

To wink at Grimes, and bear unpuniſh'd Wrong ; 
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Look humbly upward, ſee his Will diſclofe 
The Forfeit firſt, and then the Fine impoſe ; 
A Mul#f thy Poverty cou'd never pay, 
Had not Eternal Wiſdom found the way: | 
And with Celeſtial Wealth ſupply'd thy Store: 

His Juſtice makes the Fine, his Mercy quits the Score, 
See God deſcending in thy Humane Frame; 

Th' Cffended, ſuff ring in th' Offender's Name: 

All thy Miſdeeds to him imputed ſee, 

And all his Rigbteouſneſs devolv'd on thee, 

For granting we have Sinn'd, and that th' Offence 

Of Man, is made againſt Omnipotence; 

Some Price, that bears Proportion, muſt be paid, 
And Infinite with Infinite be weigh'd. | 

See then the Deiſt loſt + Remorſe for Vice, 

Not paid, or paid, inadequate in price: 

What farther means can Reaſon now direct, 

Or what Relief from humane Wit expect? 

That ſhews us ſick; and ſadly are we ſure 

Still to be Sick, *till Hrav'n reveal the Cure: 

If then Heav'u's Will muſt needs be underſtood, 
(Which mult, if we want Cure, and Heaven be Good) 
Let all Records of Will reveal'd be ſhown, 

With Scripture, all in equal balance thrown, 

And our one Sacred Bock will be That one, 

Proof needs not here, for whether we compare 

That Impious, Idle, Superſtitious Ware 

Of Rites, Luſtrations, Offerings, (which before 

In various Ages, various 'Countries 7 5 

With Chriſtian Faith and Virtues, we ſhall find 
None anſw'ring the great Ends of Human Kind, 
But This ons Rule of Life : That ſhews us beſt 

How God may be appeas'd, and Mortal: bleſt. | 
Whether from length of Time its Worth we draw, 
The World is fcarce more Ancient than the Lau: 
Heav'n's early Care preſcrib'd for every Age; 
Firſt, in the Soul, and after, in the Page. 

Or, whether more abſtractedly we look, 
Or on the Writers, or the written Book, 
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Whence, but from Heaven, cou'd Men unskill'd in Arts 


In ſeveral Ages born, in ſeveral Parts, 
Weave ſuch agreeing Truths? or how, or why 
Shou'd all conſpire to cheat us with a Lys? 
Unask'd their Pains, ungrateful their Advice, 
$tarving their Gain, — 

If on the Book it ſelf we caſt our View, 
Toncurrent Heathens prove the Story true: 
The Doctrine, Miracles; which muſt convince, - 
For Heav'n in Them appeals to humane Senſe : 


Martyrdom their Price. 


And-though they prove not, they confirm the Cauſe, - 
When what is Taught agrees with Nature's Laws. 


Then for the Style; Maſeſtick and Divine, 
It ſpeaks no leſs than God in every Line: 
Commanding Words; whoſe” Force is ſtill the ſame 
As the firſt Fiat that produc'd our Frame, 

All Faiths beſide, or did by Arms aſcend ; 
Or Senſe * has made Mankind their Friend: 
Thissonly Doctrine does our Luſis oppoſe: | 
Unfed by Nature's Soil; in which it grows; 

Croſs to dur Intereſis, curbing Senſe; and Sin; 
Oppreſs'd without, and undermin'd within, 


It thrives through Pain; its own Tormentors tires; 


And with a ſtubborn Patience ſtill aſpires, 
To what can Reaſon ſuch Effects aſſign 
Tranſcending Nature, but to Laws Divine? 
Which in that Sacred Volume are contain'd; 
Sufficient, clear, and for that uſe ordain'd. 

But ſtay:; the Deiſt here will urge anew, 
No Supernatural Wonſhib can be True: 
Becauſe a general Law is that alone 
Which miuſt to all, and every where be known: 
A Style ſo large as not this Book can claim, 
Nor ought that bears reveal d Religion's Name: 
Tis Gail the found of a Meſſiah's Birth 
Is gone through all the habitable Earth: 
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But till that Text muſt be confin'd alone 
To what was Then inhabited, and known: 
And what Proviſion cou'd from thence acerue 
To Indian Souls, and Worlds diſcover'd New ? 
In other parts it helps, that Ages paſt, 
The Scriptures there were known, and were imbrac'd. 
Till Sin ſpread once again the Shades of Night: 
What's that to theſe who never ſaw the Light: 
* Of all Objections this indeed is Chief, 
To ſtartle Reaſon, ſtagger frail Belief: . 
| We grant, 'tis true, that Heaven from humane Senfe 
4 Has hid the ſecret Paths of Providence: 
But boundleſs Wiſdom, boundleſs. Mercy, may 
Find ev'n for thoſe bewildred Souls, a way: 
If from his Nature Foes may Pity claim, 
Much more may Strangers who ne'er heard his Nam, 
And though »o Name be for Salvation known, 
But that of his Eternal Son's alone; | 
Who knows how far tranſcending -Goodneſs can 
Extend the Merits of that Son, to Man? ' 
Who knows, what, Reaſons may his Mercy, lead; 
Or Ignorance invincible may plead ? Hy | 
Not only Charity bids hope the beff,  _ / 
But more the great Apoſtle has expreſt : 
That, if the Gentiles (whom no Law inſpir'd,) 
By Nature did what was by Law requir'd ; 
They, who the written Rule had never known, - | 
Mere to themſelves both 'Rnle:and Law alone: 
To Nature's plain Tndidtment they ſhall 2 "73 1b 
And, by their Conſcience, be condemm'd or freed. 
Moſt righteous Doom! becauſe a Rule reveal l 
1s none to Thoſe, from whom it was conceal'd. _ 
Then thoſe who follow'd Reaſon's Dictates right, 
Liv'd up, and lifted high their Natural Light, 
With Socrates may ſee their Maker's Face, 
While Thouſand Rubrick Martyrs want a place. 


— 
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Nor .doth-it baulk my Charity, to find 
Th' Egyptian Bilhop of another Mind: 


For, though his Cre Eternal Truth contains, 


'Tis hard for Man to doom to endleſs Pains 
All who believ'd not all, his Zeal requir'd; 
Unleſs: he firſt: cou'd prove he was in * 


Then let us either think he meant to 


a 

This Faith, where publiſh'd, was the _ ways 
Or elſe conclude that, Arms to confute, | 
The good old Man, too eager in diſpute, 
d N and as his Chriſtian Fury roſe, 
Damn'd all for Hereticks who durſt oppoſe. 

* Thus far my Charity this Path hath try'd; 
(A much unskilful, but well-meaning Guide) {bred 
Yet what they are, ev'n theſe crude Thoughts were- 
By reading that, which better thou haſt read, 
Thy Matchleſs Author's Work: which thou, my Friend, 
By well tranſlating better doſt commend : | 
Thoſe youthful Hours which, of thy Equals moſt 
In Toys have ſquander'd, or in Vice — loft, 
Thoſe Hours thou to nobler Uſe employ'd;. - 
And the ſevere Delights of Truth enjoy'd. 7 
Witneſs this . „ Book, in which appears 
The crabbed Toil of many thoughtful Years, 
Spent by thy Author, in the Sifting Care 
Of Rabbins old Sophiſticated Ware 
from Gold Divine; which he who well can ſort,. 
May afterwards make Algebra a ſport. 
A Treaſure, which if -Gountry-Curates buy, 
They Jumins and Tremellius may defy : 
dave pains in various readings, and Tranſlations ;- 
And without Hebrew make moſt learn'd quotations... 
A Work ſo full with various Learning fraught, 
So nicely ponder'd, yet ſo ſtrongly wrought, _ 
As Nature's height and Art's laſt Hand * 75 
As much as Man cou'd compaſs, uninſpir'd, 


* Digreſſion to the Tranſlator of Father Simon's Critical Hiſte» 
ef the Old Teſtament | | 
1 Where 
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Where we may ſee what Errors have been made 

Both in the Copiers and Tranſlators' Trade- 

| How Jewiſh, Popiſh,' Intereſts have prevail'd, 

And where Infallbility has fail'd, 1 

For ſome, who have his ſecret meaning gueſs'd, 

Have found our Author not too much a Prieſt ; 

For Faſhion-ſake he ſeems to have recourſe 

To Pope, and Councils, and Tradition's force: 

But he that old Traditions cou'd ſubdue, ' | 

Y Cou'd not but find the Weakneſs of the New): 
I Scripture, though deriv'd from heav'nly Birth, 
Has been bur'carelefly preſery'd on Earth ; 
If God's own People, Who of God before | 
Knew what we know, and had been promis'd more, 
In fuller Terms, of Heav'n's aſſiſting Care, 
And who did neither Time, nor Study ſpare 
To keep this Book untainted, unperplext ; 
Let in groſs Errours to corrupt the Text : 
Omitt Perajrophs,' embroyr'd the Senſe; -. 
With vain Traditions ſtopt the gaping Fence, 
Which every common Hand pull'd up with Eaſe : 
W bat Safety from ſuch bruſhwood-helps as theſe ? 
If written Werds from Time are not fecur'd, 
How can we think have oral Sounds endur'd ? 
Which thus tranſmitted, if one Mouth. has fail'd, 
Immortal Lyes on Ages are intail'd : 
And: that Tome ſuch have been, is prov'd too plain; 
If we conſider Intereſt, Church, and Gain, 

* Oh but, ſays one, Tradition ſer aſide, 
Where can we hope for an unerring Guide? 
For finte th' original Scripture has been loſt, 

All Copies diſagreeing, maim'd the moſt, 
Or Chriſtian Faith can have no certain ground, 
Or Truth in Church Tradition muſt be found, 
Such an Ommiſcienti Church we wiſh indeed; 
*Twere worth Both Teftaments, and caſt in the Creed: 


* 
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| * Of the Infallibility of Tradition in Generali 
Ti © 5 But 
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But if this; Mother; be a, Guide ſo ſure, |, . 
As can all doubts e fears «OO 

Then ber infallibilzy, as well! 
Where Copies are corrupt, or lame, can tell; 


fl = 


Reſtore, loſt Canon with as little pains, +» | | 
As truly explicate what ſtill remains: 1 1 
Which yet no Council dare pretend to do; 11 7 
Unleſs like Eſdras, may cou'd write it new: A 

Strange Confidence, ſtilh to interpret true, ; 


Yet not be ſure that all they, haye. explain'd, 
Is in the bleſt Original contain'd.. : 4b 
More fafe, and much more modeſt tis, to. ſay 
God wou d not leave Mankind without a way: 
And that the Scriptures, though not every where. 
) Free from Corruption, or. intire, or clear, 
Are uncoxrupt, ſufficient, clear, intire, - 
In all things which our needful Faith require, 
If others in the . Glaſs better ſee, 
Tis for Them ſelves they look, but not for me: 
For M Salvation muſt its Doom receive 
Not from what O THE RS, but what I believe: 
* Muſt all Tradition then be ſet aſide? 
This to affirm were Ignorance, or Pride, 
Are there not. many Points, ſome needful, ſure 
To ſaying Faith, that Scripture leaves obſcure ? 
Which every Sect will wreſt a ſeveral way 
(For what one Sect interprets, all Sets may:) 
We hold, and ſay we prove from Scripture plain, 8 


That Chriſt is GO D; the bold Socinian 

From the ſame Scripture urges he's but M A N.. 

Now what Appeal can end th' important Suit? 

Both parts. talk loudly, but the Rule is mute. 
Shall I ſpeak plain, and in a Nation free 

Aſſume an honeſt Layman's Liberty: 

I think (according to my little Skill,) 

(To my own Mother-Church ſubmitting ſtill) 


2 


V Objeltion in behalf ef Tradition q urg d by Father Simon. 
£ 9 34 | 2 That 
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That many have been ſav'd, and many may, 

Who —＋ heard this Queſtion — Mn ley: 

Th' unletter d Chriſtian, Who believes in gr,, 

Plods on to Heaven; and ne'er is at a lots: 

For the Strait- gute wou'd be made ffraiter yet, 

ere none admitted there but Men of Mi. 

he few, by Nature form'd, with Learning fraught, 

Born to inſtruct, as others to be taught, 

Muſt ſtudy well the Sacred Page; and ſee 

Which Doctrine, this, or that, does beſt agree 

With the whole Tenor of the Work Divine: 

And plainlieſt points to Heaven's reveab'd Deſign; 

Which Expoſition flows from genuine Senſe; 

And which is forc'd by Wit and Floquence. 

Not that Tradition's Parts are uſfelefs here, 

When general, old, difinterefs'd and clear: 

That ancient Fathers thus expound the Page, 

Gives Truth the reverend Majeſty of Aye : 

Copfirms its Forte, by bideing every Teſt; 

For beſt Authorities next Rules are 27 | 

And ftill the nearer to the Spring we go, 

More limpid, more unfoyl'd the Waters flow. 

Thus, firſt Traditions were a Proof alone; 

Cou'd we be certain ſuch they were, 'fo'known : 

But ſince ſome Flaws in long deſcent may be, 

They make not Truth, but Probability. + 

Even Arius and. Pelagius àurſt provoke 

To what the Centuries preceeding ſpoke. l 

Such difference is there in an oft-told Tale: 

But Truth by its own Sinews will prevail. 

Tradition written therefore more commends 

Authority, than what from Voice deſcends : 

And this, as perfect as its kind can be, 

Rouls down to us the Sacred Hiſtory , 

Which, from the Univerſal Church receiv'd, 

Is try'd, and after, for its ſelf beliey'd. 

he partial Papiſts wou'd infer from hence 
Their Church, in laſt reſort, ſhou'd judge the Senſe. 
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| ® The Second Objeltion, 


But 
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But firſt they wou! d aſſume, with; wond'rous Art, 
Themſelves to be the whole, Who are but part 
Of that vaſt Frame, the Church; yet grant they were 

The Handers down, can they from thence inter 
A right t' interpret? Or wou'd they alone Ea 
Who brought the Preſent, claim it for their own? 
The Book's a Common Largeſs to Mankind, - 5 
Not more for them, than every Man deſign'd : 
The welcome Neos is in the Letter found; 90 
The Carrier ꝭ not Commiſſiond to expound, - 
It ſpeaks it Self, and what it does contain, 
In all things needful to be known, is plan. 

In times odergrown with Ruſt and Ignorance, 

A gainful Trade their Clergy did advance: 

When want of Learning kept the Laymen low, 
And none but Prizfs were Authoriz'# to know: _ 
When what ſmall Knowledge was, in them did dwell A 

And he a God who cou'd but Read or Spell, 
Then Mother Church did mightily prevail: 
She parcel'd out the Bible by 48 . 
But ftill expownded what She ſold or gave; 
To keep it in her Power to Damn and Save: 
Scripture was ſcarce, and as the Market went, 
Poor Laymen took Salvation on Content; 
As needy Men take Mony, good or bad: _, 
God's Word they had not, but the Priefts they had. 
Yet, whate'er falſe Conveyances they made, 
The Lawyer ſtill was certain to be paid. | 
In thoſe dark times they learn'd their Knack ſo well, 
That by long uſe they grew infallible: 
At laft, a knowing Age began t' enquire 
If they the Book, or That did them inſpire + 
And, making narrower Search, they found, tho' late, 
| That what they thought the Prieſts, was Their Eſtate : 
Taught by the Will 3 (the written Word) 
How long they had been cheated on Record. 
Then, every Man who ſaw the Title fair, 
enſe. Claim'd a-Child's Part, and put in for a Share: 
— — 6 — — — 
| * Anſwer to the Objeftion, 
But | Con- 
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And fav'd himſelf as cheap as e er he: cod: 


ZBut Men wou'd ſtill be 'itching to expound: 


Conſulted"ſoberlythis private G;; / 7 
is true, my Friend, (and far be Flattery hence, ) 


This Good had full as bad a Conſequencde:: 
The Book thus put in every vulgar Hand,. 
Which each preſum'd he beſt -cou'd underſtand, 
The Common Rule was made the common Prey ; 
And at the Mercy of the Rabble lay. Nair ie 5 
The tender Page with horney Fiſts was gaul'd; 
And he was pitted moſt that loudeſt baul d- 
The Spirit gave the Doctoral Degree: 
And every Member of a Company 0 
Was of ' his Trade, and of the Bible, free, 
Plain Truths enough for needful »ſe they found; 


Each was ambitious of th' obſeureſt place, 

No meaſure ta'en from Knowledge, all from GRACE, 
Study and Pains were now no more their Care 
Texts were: explain'd by Faſting, and by Prayer: 

This was the Fruit the private Spirit brought; 
Occaſion'd by great Zeal,” and little Thought. 
While Crowds unlearn'd, with rude Devotion warm, 

About the Sacred Viands buz and ſwarm, Th, 
The Fly-blown Text creates a crawling Brood; 

And turns to Mapgots what was meant for Food. 

A Thouſand daily Sefts' riſe 75 and dye 
A Thouſand more the periſh'd Race ſupply - \ 
So all we make of Heaven's 'diſcoyer'd Wilt 


* 
5 # 


Is, not to have it, or to uſe it ill. | 


The Danger's much the ſame; on ſeveral Shelyes 
If others wreck us, or we wreck our ſelves, - 
-* What then remains, but, waving, each Extreme, 


The Tides of Ignorance, and Pride to ſtem ?- / 
Neither ſo rich a Treaſure to forego; 5 


And every Man will make himſelf a Creed: 


8 ” 


Nor proudly ſeek' beyond our Pow'r to know: 
Faith is not built on Diſquifitions vain; 

The things we muſt believe, are few, and plain: 
But fince Men will believe more than they need; 
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In doubtful Queſtions 'tis the ſafeſt way+- 
To learn what unſuſpected Ancients ſay: 
For tis not likely we ſhou'd higher 'Soar 
In ſearch of Heav'n, than all the Church before: 
Nor can we be deceiv'd, unleſs we ſee | 
The Scripturs, and the Fathers diſagree, 
If after all, they ſtand ſuſpe&ed ſtill, 
(For no Man's Faith depends upon his Will;)' 
'Tis ſome Relief, that: Points not clearly known, 
Without much Hazard may be let alone: 
| And, after hearing what our Church can ſay, 
If ſtill our Reaſon runs another way, 
That private Reaſon tis more Juft to-curb,. 
Than by Diſputes the publick Peace diſturb. 
For Points obſcure are of ſmall uſe to learn: 
| But Common Muiet is Mankind's Concern, | 
E, Thus have I made my own Opinions clear: 
Yet neither Praiſe expe&, nor Cenſure fear :: 
And this unpoliſh'd, rugged Verſe I choſe ; 
As fitteſt for Diſcourſe, and neareſt Proſe: 
For, while from Sacred Truth I do not ſwerve, 
Tom Sternhold's, or Tom. Sha----lls Rhimes will ſerye, 
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SONG, 70 4 Fair Toung Lady, going 
aut of the Town in the Spring, + 


By Mr. D&YDEN. 


SK not the Cauſe, why ſudden Spring 
So long delays her Flow'rs to bear; * 
Why warbling Birds forget to ſing, 
And Winter Storms invert the Year? 
Chloris is gone; and Fate provides w 
To make it Spring, where ſhe reſides 
| 711 


Chloris is gone, the Cruel Fair; 
In She caſt not back a pitying Eye; 
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1 Adoring Crowds before her fall; 
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But left her Lover in Deſpaiir. 
To ſigh, to languiſh, and to dir: 
Ah, how can fair Eyes endure 
To give the Wounds E reer dure: 
=Y 1 


Great God of Love, why haſt thou made 

A Face that can all Hearts command. 
That all Religions can invade, 

And change the Laws of every Land? 
Where thou hadſt plac'd ſueh Power before, 
Thou ſnouldꝰſt have made her Mercy more. 
When Chlqris to the I comes, 
She can reſtore the Dead from Tombs, 

And every Life but mine recall. 8 
I only am by Love delign'd ' 1 
To be the Victim for | Mankind, 
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ans. 


To the Dutcheſs, on ber Return from 
Scotland, in the Tear 1682. 


HE N FaGious Rage to eruel Exile drove 

The Queen of Beauty, and the Court of Love; 

The Muſes droop'd, with their forfdken Arts, 

And the ſad Cupids broke their uſeleſs Darts. 

Our fruitful Plains to Wilds and Deſarts turn'd, 

Like Eden's Face when baniſn'd Man it mourn'd: 

Love was no more when Loyalty was gone, 

The great Supporter of his awful Throne. 

Love could naglonger after Beauty ſtay, 5 


But wander'd Nortfiward to the verge of Day, 
As if the Sun and He had loſt their way. 

But now th' Illuſtrious Nymph return'd again, 
Brings every Grace Triumphant in her Train: 


— — — — 
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The wond'ring Nereids, tho' they rais'd no Storm, 
Foreſlow'd her Den behold. her Form: 
Some cry'd a Venus, tome a Thetis paſt: 1 
But this Was not ſo ſatr, nor tlitt ſo chaſt. = 
Far from her Sight flew Faction, Strife and Pride: | 
And Envy did but look on her, and dy'd. = 
What-e'er we ſuffer'd from our ſullen Fate, | 
Her Sight is purchas'd at an eaſie Rate: | = 
Three 'gloomy Years againft this Day were ſet: 1 
But this one mighty Sum has clear'd the Debt. _ — 
Like Joſeph's Dream, but with-a better Doom; | 1 
The Famine paſt, the Plenty ſtill to come. = 
For her the weeping Heay'ns/become ſerene, 

For her the Ground is elad in eheerful green: 

For her the Nightingales are taught to ſing, 

And Nature has for her delay'd the Spring. | 
The Muſe reſumes her long-forgotten Lays, $ 


a 


And Love, reftor'd, his ancient Realm ſurveys ; 

Recalls our Beauties, and revives our Plays. 

His waſte Dominions peoples once again, 

And from her Preſence dates his ſecond Reign. 

But awful Charms on her fair Forehead ſit, 

Diſpenſing what ſhe never will admit. 
Pleaſing, yet cold, like · Cynthia's filver Beam 

The Poople's Wonder, and the Poet's Theam. 

Diſtemper'd Zeal, Sedition, canker'd Hate, | 

No more ſhall ex the Church, and tear the State; 

No more ſhall Faction eivil Diſcords move, 

Or only Diſcords of too tender Love? 
Diſcord like that of Muſick s various Part, 
Diſcordithat malces the Harmony of Hearts, ; 
Diſcord tha only chis Diſpute ſrall bring, 


„ nl 
Who beſt ſhall Joye the Duke, and ferve the King? 


ve; 
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To my dear Friend Mr. Congreve, 
on his Comedy, call'd The Double- 
³·˙¹ = 

: Bu the ſame Hand. 


2 the promis'd Hour is come at laſt; 
The preſent Age of Wit-obſcures the paſt : 
Strong were our Sires; and as they Fought they Writ, 
Conqu'ring with Force of Arms, and dint of Wit; 
Theirs was the Giant Race, before the Flood; 

And thus, when Charles Return'd, our Empire ſtood, 
Like Janus he the ſtubborn Soil manur'd, 
With Rules of Husbandry the Rankneſs cur'd : 
Tam'd us to Manners; when the Stage was rude 
And boiſtrous Engliſh Wit, with Art indu' d. 

Our Age was cultivated thus at length; 
But what we gain'd in Skill we loſt in Strength. 
Our Builders were with! want of Genius curſt; 
The ſecond Temple was not like the firſt: Fa 
Till you, the beſt Vitrudius come at 2 | 
Our Beauties equal; but excell our Strength. 4 
Firm Dorique Pillars found your ſolid Baſe : -- 


The Fair Corinthian crowns the higher Space: 
Thus all below is Strength, and allabove is Grace: 
In eaſie Dialogue is Flerrher's Praiſꝶe 
He mov'd the Mind, butt had not Pewer to raiſe. 
Great Johnſon did by Strength of Judgment pleaſe: 
Yet doubling Flercher's Force, he wants his Eaſe. 
In differing Talents both adorn'd their-Age;; | 
One for the Study, . other for the ;Stage. 

But both to Congreve juſtly ſhall ſubmit, | 
One match'd in Judgment, both o'ermatch*d in Wit, 
In him all Beauties of this Age we ſee; . 


r ** * 


Etherege his Courtſhip, Sousbefn's Purity; 

The Satyr, Wit, and Strength of Manly Wircher!y 

All this in blooming Youth you have atchiey'd : 

Nor are your foil's Contemporaries griey'd; 
CL 
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8e much the Sweetneſs of your Manners move, 
We cannot envy yon, becauſe we Love. | 
Fabius might joy in Scipio, when he. ſaw 
* A Beardleſs Conſul made againſf the Law, | 
And join his Suffrage to the Votes of Name; 
Though He with Hannibal was overcome. 
Thus old Romano bow'd to Raphael's Fame; 
And Scholar to the Youth he taught became. 
3 O that your Brows my Layrel had ſuſtain'd, 
. Well had L been Depos'd, if you had Reign'd! 
tt, The Father had deſcended for the Son; | 
For only you are lineal to the Throne, 
Thus when the State one Edward did depoſe ; 
od. A Greater Edward in his room aroſe. 
a But now, not I, but Poetry is curs'd ; | 
For Toms the ſecond reigns like Tom the firſt; 
But let en not miſtake my Patron's Part; 
Nor call his Charity their own Deſert. | 
Yet this 1 Prophecy; Thou ſhalt be ſeen, S 
(Tho' with ſome 2 Parentheſis between) . t 
High on the Throne of Wit; and ſeated there, 
Not mine (that's little) but thy Lawrel wear. 
Thy firſt Attempt an early Promiſe made: 
That early Promiſe this has more than paid. 
So bold, yet ſo judiciouſly you dare, | 
That your leaſt Praiſe is to be Regular. 4 
Time, Place, and Action, may with pains be wroughtz. 
But Genius muſt be born, and never can be taught. 
This is your Portion; this your native Storez- | 7 
Heav'n that but once was Prodigal before, [more. 
To Shakeſpear gave as much; ſhe cou'd not: giye him 
Maintain your Poſt :- That's all the Fame you need z, 
For 'tis impoſſible you ſhou'd proceed, | 
Already I am worn with Cares and Age; 
And juſt abandoning th* ungrateful Stage: 
Unprofitably kept at Heay'n's Expence, -, ' | 7 
| live a Rent-Charge on his Providence: 
But you, whom ev'ry Muſe and Grace adorn, ' - |” 
Whom. I foreſee to better. Fortune born, 
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Be kind to my Remains; and oh defend, 
Againſt your Judgment, your departed Friend! 
Let not th Inſulting Foe my Fame purſue, 
But ſhade thoſe Lawrels which deſcend to Vou: 
And take for Tribute what theſe Lines expreſs: 
You merit more; nor cou'd my Love do els, 


—— — — » 


To the Earl of Roſcommon, on hir 


excellent Effay on Tranſlated Verſe. 
12 "hy the fame Hand. 
Hether the fruitful Nile, or Tyrian Shore, 
The Seeds of Arts and Infant Science bore, 
'Tis ſure the noble Plant, tranſlated firſt, 
Advanc'd its Head in Grecian Gardens nurſt. 


The Grecians added Verſe, their tuneful Tongue 
Made Nature firft, and Nature's God their Song. 


Nor ſtopt Tranſlation here: For e e Rome, 


With Grecian Spoils, brought Grecian Numbers home; 
Enrich'd by thoſe Athenian Muſes more, 

Than all the yanquiſh'd World cou'd yield before. 
Till barb'rous Nations and more barb*rous Times 
Debas'd the Majeſty-of Verſe to Rhimes ; 
Thoſe rude at firſt : a kind of hobbling Proſe, 
That limp'd along, and tinkled in the cloſe : 

But 7taly: reviving from the Traure 
Of Vandal, Goth, and Monk} Ignorance, 

With Pauſes, Cadence, and/well-vowell'd Words, 


_ And all che Graces a goed Ear affords, 


Made Rhyme an Art, and Danzt's poliſh'd Page 
Reſtor'd a Silver, not a Gelden Age: 


Then Petrarth follow'd, and in lim we ſee, 
What Rhyme improw'd in all its height can be: Þ 
At beſt a pleaſing Sound, and fair Barbarity: 

The Frenth purſuid their Steps; and Britain, laſt 

In manly Sweetnefs all the reſt ſurpaſs'd. 

The Wiz of Greece, the Gravity of Rome 

Appear exalted in th e Britiſh Loom; The 
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The Muſes Empire is reſtor'd a gans, 
In Charles his Reign, and by Noſcommon's Pen. 
Yet modeſtly he des his Work ſarvey, ; 


And calls a finiſtꝭd Poem an ESSAT; 
For all the needful Rules are ſeattet' d here; 
Truth ſmoothly told, and pleaſantly ſevere; 

well is Art diſguis'd, for Nature to appear.) 
= need thoſe Rules, to give Tranſlation light : 
His own Example is a Flame ſo bright; 
That he, who but arrives to copy Well, | 
Unguided, will advance; unknowing will excel. 
Scarce ns own Horace could ſuch Rules ordain; 
Or his own. Virgil ſing a nobler Strain. 
How much in him may riſing Ireland boaſt, 
How much in gaining him has Britain loſt! 
Their Ifland in revenge has ours Teclaim'd, 
The more inſtructed we, the more we till are ſham'd. 
'Tis yellofor us his generous Blood did for, 
Deriy'd from Britiſß Channels long ago, 
That here his conquering Anceſtors were nurſt; 
And Ireland but tranſlated England firſt: 
by this 2 we regain our Right, | 
Elſe muſt the two contending Nations fight, 
A nobler Quarrel for his Native Earth, 
Than what divided Greece for Homer's Birth. 
To what Perfection will our Tongue arrive, 
How will Invention and Tranflaton thrive, © 
When Authors nobly born will bear their part, 
And not diſdain thy inglorious Praiſe of Art! 
Great Generals thus/deſtending fram Command, 
Vith their own Toit provoke the Soldiers Hand. 


ne; 


8, How will ſweet. Ovid's Ghoſt be pleas'd to hear 
His Fame augmented by an Engliſh Peer, 
How he embe His Helen's Loves, 
Out-does his Softneſs, and his Senſt improves? 
When theſe tranflate, -and teach Tranſfators too, * 
* er Firaling Kick nor any Vulgar Vow = * 
| — — — mnt mnmmmmnn— — 
» The Earl of Mulgrave, * 
The ; Shou'd 
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Shou'd at Apollo's grateful Altar ſtand; 
Roſcommon: writes, to that auſpicious Hand, 

Muſe feed the Bull that ſpurns the yellow Sand, 
Roſcommon, whom both Court and Camps commend, 

2 to his Prince, and faithful to his Friend; 

ſcommon firſt in Fields of Honour known, 


Frſt in- the peaceful Triumphs of the Gown, 
Who both Minerva s juſtly makes his own, 
Now let the few.beloy'd by Fove, and they 
Whom infus'd Titan form'd of better Clay, 

On equal Terms with ancient Wit ingage, 
Nor mighty Homer fear, nor ſacred Virgil's Page: 
Our Ea Palace opens wide in State; 

And without ſtooping they may paſs the Gate. 


—_ 


77% na ͤ et Retr RT; FE 
To A. L. Perſwaſions to Love. 
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1 
\ 
| \ 
Hink not, cauſe Men flatt' ring ſay - g 
1 “are freſh as April, ſweet as May, 0 
Bright as is the Morning: ſtar, 8 Me 
That you are ſo; or though you are, N 
Be not therefore proud, and deem * 
All Men unworthy your Eſteem 2. 7 
For being ſo, you loſe the Pleaſure - | Lil 
Of being fair, ſince that rich Treaſure _ Th 
Of rare Beauty and ſweet Feature, | 
Was beſtow'd on you by Nature WI 
To be enjoy'd, and twere a sin 1 
There to be ſcarce, where ſhe hath been 155 
So prodigal of her beſt Graces; 9 Vf 
Thus common Beauties, and mean Faces la! 
Shall have more Paſtime, and enjoß all 
The Sport you loſe by being coy. f; 
Did the thing for-which-I fue + 1 2 * 
Only concern my ſelf, not you; "WIRD Loy 
Nair N 5 
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Were Men fo fram'd as they alone il 
Reap'd all the Pleaſure; Women none il 

Then had you reaſon to be ſcant t 
d, WH But 'twere a Madneſs not to —_—_— 7 

That which affords (if you conſent) £ 

To you the Giver, more content uA | 

Than me the Begger; Oh then be | 


es ER 
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Kind to your ſelf, if not to me; ö 
Starye not your ſelf, becauſe you may | I'll 
Thereby make me pine away; | 
Nor let brittle Beauty make 
You your wiſer Thoughts forſake : 
For that lovely Face will fail: 
Beauty's ſweet, but Beauty's frail ; 
'Tis ſooner paſt,” tis ſooner done 
Than Summer's: Rain, or Winter's Sun; 
Moſt fleeting, when it is moſt dear; 
"Tis gone while we but ſay 'tis here. 
Theſe curious Locks fo aptly twin'd, 
Whoſe every Hair a Soul doth bind, 
Will change their auburn hue, and grow | | 
White, and cold as Winter's Snow. 7 9 1 
That Eye which now is — Neſt, ; 
Will prove his Grave, and all the reft 
Will follow; in the Cheek, Chin, Noſe, 
Nor Lilly ſhall be found, nor Roſe , 
And what will then become of all 
Thoſe, whom now you Servants call? 
Like Swallows when your Summer's done 
They'll fly; and ſeek ſome warmer Sun. 
Then wiſely chuſe one to your Friend, 
Whoſe Love may wur your Beauties end) 
Remain ſtill firm: be provident, ; 
And think, before the Summer's ſpent, 
Of following Winter; like the Ant 
In Plenty, hoard for time of ſcans. 
ull out amongſt the Multitude 
Of Lovers, that ſeek to intrude 
nato your Fayour, one that may 0 
oye for an Age, not for a Dayz . > © -- 


Wa 


— » 
—_—_— 


— — — Q — 
— 1 


— —— ꝑ ( m . 2 
/ ˙·»— tc ey. at ago — 
— — — — — — — — — — — — 
” 8 Ks 
- 
Fo g 2 
— by 7 f . * 
- " r * + 
5 * * * 


When Beauty, Youth, and all Sweets leave her, 


And old Folks ſay thexe are no Pains 


Spend not in vain; your Life's ſhort Hour, 


To the vaſt Idol, whilſt the Nobler Train 
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One that will quench, your. youthfaþ Fines; 
And feed in Age your het Deſix es 
For when the Storms, of time have moy/d; 
Waves on that Cheek which was belayd; - 
When a fair Lady's. Face i:pin*d, | 


— 


And Yellow ſpread where Rod ance: ſbiw'd, 
Love may return, but Lovers never: 


Like itch of Love in age Veins, _ 

Oh love me then, and now begin it, 

Let us not loſe this preſent Minute? 
For Time and Age will work that wrack- 
Which Time or Age ſhall ne'er call hack. 
The Snake each Year freſh Skin reſumes, 
And Eagles change their aged Plumes ;. 
The faded Roſe each Spring receives; 

A freſh red Tincture on her Leaves: 

But if your Beauties once decay, 

You never know a ſecond May. 
Oh, then be wiſe, and whilſt your Seaſon, 
Affords you Days for Sport, do reaſon; 


But crop in time your Beauty's flow'r: 
Which will away, and doth together | | 
Both Bud and Fade, both Blow and Wither. 


OT” NOTES 3 — , —_— 


A RAPTURE. 

Buy the-ſame Hand. 

1 Win enjoy thee now, my Celia, come | 

And fly with me; to: Love's Elyxium : 
The Gyant, Honour, that keeps Cowards out; 


Is but a Maſquer, and the ſervile Rouc - 
Of baſer Subjects only bend in-vain,” 


of 
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Of valiant Lovers daily ſail between 

The huge Coloſſes Legs, and paſs unſeen 

Unto the bliſsful Shore; be bold and wiſe, 

And we ſhall enter; the grim Swiſs denies 

Only to tame Fools Pallipe, that not know 

He is but Form, and only frights in Show, 

The duller Eyes that lookt from far; draw neat; 

And thou ſhalt ſcorn what we were wont to fear, 
We ſhall ſee how the ſtalking Pageant goes 

With borrowed Legs, a heavy Load to thaſe 

That made, and bear him; not as we once thought 

The Seed of Gods, but a weak Model wrought © © 

By 2 Men that ſeek to t' incloſe the Common, 

And within private Arms empale free Woman. 

Come then, and mounted on the Wings of Love 

We'll cut the fleeting Air, and ſoar above 

The Monſter's Head, and in. the Nobleſt Seats 

Ot thoſe bleſs'd Shades quench and renew our Heats, 

There, ſhall the Queen of Love and Innocence, 

Beauty and Nature, baniſh all Offence © © © 

From our cloſe Ivy twines, there I'll. behold 

Thy bated Snow, and thy unbraded Gold; 

There, my enfranchis'd Hand on every fide 

Shall o'er thy naked- poliſh'd ory ſlide. 

No Curtain there, though of tranſparent Lawn, 

Shall be before thy Virgin-treaſure drawn: 

But the rich Mine to the enquiring Eye | 

Expos'd, ſhall ready ſtill, for Mintage lye; 

And we will coin young Cupids. There, a Bed 

Of Roſes, and freſh Myrtles ſhall” be ſpread, 

Under the cooler Shade of Cypreſs Groves, 

Our Pillows, of the Down of Venus' Doves, 

Whereon our panting Limbs we'll gently lay * 

In the faint, Reſpites of our active Play's 
nat ſo our Slumbers may in Dreams have Leiſure 

To tell the nimble Fancy our paſt Pleaſure | 

And ſo our Souls that cannot be embrac'd, 

hall the Embraces of our Bodies taſte. Sf 

ean-while the bubling Stream ſhall court, the Shore; 

Tb enamour'd chirping 9 ſhall adore 


- | 
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The trembling Leaves, and through their cloſe Boughs 


So will 1 rifle all the Sweets that dwell * 


Thou like a Sea of Milk ſhalt lie diſplay'd, 
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In varied Tunes the Delty of Love; ns 
The gentle Blaſts of Weſtern Winds ſhall move 


Still Muſick, whilſt we reſt our ſelves beneath breath 
Their dancing Shade, till à foft Murmur, ſent 
From. Souls entranc'd in amioraus Languiſhment, 
Rowze us, and ſhoot into our Veins freſh Fire, 
Tilt we in theit Gyeet Eeſtaſle expire. 
Then, 6 dhe eiuer Bob” War lately hore 
Into the common Treaſure all her ſtore, 
Flies bout the painted Field with nimble Wing, 
Deflow'ring the freſh Virgins of the Spring: 


In my delicious Paradiſe, and ſwell 
My Bag with Honey, drawn forth by the Power 
of fervent Killes, from each ſpicy Flower, 
1'll ſeize the, Roſerbuds in their perfum'd Bed, 
The Violet Knots, like curious Mazes ſpread 
O'er all the Garden, tafte the ripen'd Cherry, 
The warm firm Apple tipt with Coral Berry; 
Then will 1 viſit, with 4 wand"ring Kiſs, 
The Vale of Lillies, and the Bower of Bliſs; 
And where the beauteous Region doth divide 
Into two, milky ways, my Lips ſhall ſlide _ 
Down thoſe ſmooth Allies, wearing as I go 
A tract for Lovers on the printed Snow; 
Thence climb'ring o'er the ſwelling Appenine, 
Retire into thy. Grove of E r 
Where I will all thoſe raviſht Sweets diſtil 
Through Love's Alembique, and with, Chimique Skil 
From the mixt-Maſs one Soyeraign Balm derive, 
Then bring that great Elixir to thy Hive. 
Now in more dabei Wreaths I will entwine, 
My ſnowy . Thighs, my Legs and Arms with thine, 


Whilſt I the. ſmooth calm Ocean invade 
With ſuch a Tempeſt, as. when. Jove of old 
Fell down on Danae in a Storm of Gold: 
Yet my tall Pine ſhall in the Cyprian Straight 
Ride ſafe at Anchor, and unlade her fraight ; 


. 
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My Rudder, with thy bold Hand, like a try'd 
And skilful Pilot, thou ſhalt ſteer, and guide 
My Bark into Love's Channel, Where it ſhall 
Dance, as the bounding Waves do riſe or fall; - 
Then ſhall thy ape ; Arms embrace and clip 
My willing Body, and thy balmy Lip 
Bathe me in Juice of Kiſſes, whoſe Perfume 
Like a Religious Incenſe ſhall conſume, 
And ſend up Holy Vapours to thoſe Pow'rs | 
That bleſs our Loves, and crown our ſportful Hours; 
That with ſuch Halcyon Calmneſs fix our Souls 
In ſtedfaſt Peace, as no Affright controuls, 
There, no rude Sounds ſhake us with ſudden Starts, 
No jealous Ears, when we unrip our Hearts, | 
Suck our Diſcourſe in; no obſerving Spies 
This Bluſh, that Glance traduce; no envious Eyes 
Watch our cloſe Meetings, nor are we betray'd 
To Rivals, by the bribed Chamber-maid. 
No Wedlock Bonds unwreath our twiſted Loves; 
We ſeek no Midnight Arbor, no dark Groves 
To hide our Kiſſes: there, the hated Name 
Of Husband, Wife, Luſt, Modeſt, Chaſte, or Shame, 
Are yain and empty Words, whoſe very Sound 
Was never heard in the Elyzian ground, 
All things are lawful there, that may delight 
Nature, or unreſtrained Appetite : 
Like, and Enjoy, to Will, and Act, is one, 
Ve only fin When Love's Rites are not done; 
The Roman Lucrece there reads the Divine 

dl ectures of Love's Great Maſter, Aretine, 
8 nd knows as well as Lais how to move 


© Her plyant Body in the Act of Love: 
o quench the burning Rayiſher, ſhe hurls 
dune Her Limbs into a thouſand winding Curles, 


And ſtudies artful Poſtures, ſuch as be 
arv'd on the Bark of every neighbouring Tree 

by Learned Hands, that ſo adorn'd the Rind 

Of thoſe fair Plants, which as they lay entwin'd, 
ave fann'd their glowing Fires. The Grecian Dame. 
hat in her endleſs Web toyl'd for a name 
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As fruitleſs as her Work, doth there diſplay 
Her ſelf before the Louth of Ithaca, ly 


And th' amorous ſport of gameſome Nights prefer | 


Before dull Dreams of the loft Traveller. 
Daphne hath broke her Bark, and that ſwift Foot 
Which th” angry Gods had faſtned with a Root 
To the fixt Earth, doth now unfetter'd run, 


To meet th'Embraces of the youthful Sun : 


She hangs upon him like his Delphick Lyre, 

Her Kiſſes blow the old, and breathe new Fire; 

Full of her God, ſhe ſings inſpired Layes, - 

Sweet Odes of Love, ſuch as deſerve the Bayes, 

Which ſhe her ſelf was. Next her, Laura lies 

In Petrarch's learned Arms, drying thoſe; Eyes 

That did in ſuch ſweet ſmooth-pac'd Numbers flow, 

As made the World enamour'd of his Woe. 

Theſe, and Ten thouſand Beauties more, that dy'd 

Slaye to the Tyrant, now enlarg'd, deride 

His cancel'd Laws, and for their time miſ-ſpent, 
Pay into Love's Exchequer double Rent, 

Tome then, my Celia, we'll no more forbear 

To taſte our Joys, ſtruck with a Panick Fear, 

But will depoſe from his imperious Swa 

This proud Uſurper, and walk free, as they, 
With Necks unyoak'd; nor is it juſt that He 

Sould fetter your ſoft Sex with Chaſtity, 

Which Nature made unapt for Abſtinence; 

When yet this falſe Impoſtor can diſpence 

With human Juſtice, and with ſacred Right, 

And maugre both their Laws, command me fight 

With Rivals, or with emulous Loves, that dare 

Equal with thine, their Miſtreſs“ Eyes, or Hair; 

If thou complain of Wrong, and call my Sword 

To carve out thy Revenge, upon that Word 

He bids me fight and kill, or elſe he brands 

Witk Marks of Infamy my Coward Hands, 

And yet Religion bids from Blood-ſhed fly, 

And damns me for that Act, then tell me why 

This Goblin Honour which the World adores, 

Should make Men Atheifts, and not Women Whores 
| | Diſputing 
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Di/puting with 4 Lavy who left me 
in the ARGUMENT. 


Pare, gen'rous Victor, ſpare the Slave 
Who did unequal War purſue, 
That more than Tri he might haye 


In being overcome by you. | 
In the Diſpute whate'er I ſaid, 
My Heart was by my Tongue bely'd, 
W, And in my Looks you might have read, 
How much I argu'd on your Side, 


You, far from Danger as from Fear, 
7 have ſuſtain'd an open Fight; 

Tor ſeldom your Opinions err, 

Your Eyes are always in the right. 


Why, Fair One, would you not rely 
On Force thus formidably join'd ? 
Could I their Prevalence deny, 
I muſt at once'be Deaf and Blind. 


But quicker Arts of Death you uſe, 
Traverſe your Ground to gain the Field, 
And, whilſt my Argument purſues, 
With ſudden Silence bid me yield, 


So when' the Parthian turn'd his Steed, 
And from the Hoftile Camp withdrew, 
He backward ſent the fatal Reed; 
Secure of Conqueſt as he flew. 


bas 


Daunted, I dropt my uſeleſs Arms, 7 
When you no longer deign'd to Fight, — 
ores! Then Triumph deck'd'in all its Charms, 
put ing Appear'd leſs beautiful than Flight. 


O 3 | Oh! 
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Oh! trace again the Hoſtile Plains, 
My Troops were wounded in the War, 
But whilſt this fiercer Silence reigns, 

They ſuffer, famiſh'd by Deſpair. 


Capricious Author of my Smart, 
Let War enſue, or Silence ceaſe, 

Unleſs you find my Coward Heart 
Is yielding to a ſeparate Peace. 


_ 4 — — 
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The firſt Book of Homer's IL1avs. 
Tranſlated from the Greek by Mr. Maynwaring 


The ARGUMENT. 


Chryſes, a Prieſt of Apollo, brings a Ranſom to tht 
Gracians for his Captive Daughter Chryseis, Aga 
memnon (the Son of Atreus, and thence called Ati. 
des) being General of the Army, and in. Poſſeſſion of 
the Priſoner, refuſes to Releaſe. her, and with Threat: 
diſmiſſes her Father. The Prieſt prays for Vengeance 
to Apollo, who ſends a Plague among the Greeks, 
Achilles Summons a Council, where he prevails with 
Chalcas, a Prophet, to tell the ſecret Cauſe of the God's 
Diſpleaſure. The Prophet declares that Agamemnon 
occaſion'd their Misfortunes by detaining Chryscis. By 
that means the General is obliged to reſtore b : But 
afterwards, to be revenged on Achilles, he ſeizes hi 
Captive Briscis, Achilles complains of this to his 
Mother Thetis, and begs her Interceſſion with Jupiter, 
to revenge this Injury on the Grecians, by giving Vi 
ctory to the Trojans, 2 


rr, r * 


O Sing Achilles Wrath, O Muſe! prepare, 
1 Which plung'd the Gracians in deſtructive Wars 
| 8 U n 
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And ſent untimely to th' Infernal Coaft, 
The braveſt Souls of Heroes early loſt; 
Whoſe Limbs. in Phrygian Plains extended lay, 
Expos'd to Dogs and ray*nous Birds of Prey: 
So Jove decreed, whence fierce Contention roſe, 
To make Atrides and Achilles Foes. N 
But ſay, O Muſe! What unrelenting Gd, 
In Friendly Breaſts, thoſe Seeds of Diſcord ſow'd ? 
Apollo, Jove's and Fair Latona's Son; , 
For he, reſenting bold Injuſtice done, 
A fatal Sickneſs to their Army brought; 
The Soldiers periſh'd for their Leader's Fault; 
Whoſe daring: Voice with publick Scorn diſmiſs'd 
The Suit of Chryſes, and revil'd the Prieſt, tes 
For Chryſes, charg'd with boundleſs Treaſure, came 
To free from ſervile Bonds a beauteous Dame: 
His ſacred Hands, to move the Grecians more, 
2 Crown and Golden Sceptre bore : L 4 
Their Chiefs he thus Addreſs'd, but Courted moſt 
The Sons of Atreus, Leaders of their Hoſt. * 
Ye Kings of Greece! May each propitious Gd 
That makes Olympus his ſecure Abode, 2 65 
Aſſiſt your Arms, King Priam's Town to take, 
And lead your Forces lafe in Triumph back!: 
But free my Daughter, and my Gifts approve; 
And fear the Great Apollo, Son of Jovr, 
With loud Applauſe the Greets Conſent expreſs'd, 
Approv'd the Ranſon, and rever'd the Prieft: 
But King Atrides rude Expreſſions ug'd, 
And, venting Threats, his humble Pray'r reſus d. 
He ſaid, Old Dotard, leave our Hoſtile Fleet, ö 
Prevent-my Fury with a ſwift Retreat: 
Unſold Chryseis ſhall my Slave remain, 
Till, cloy'd with Joys, I break her uſeleſs Chain: 
My Bed ſhe ſhall adorn, and ply the Loom, 
In Argos, diſtant from her native Home: 
Begone, and ſeek no more the Charming Dame; 
If eber thy Tongue renews this ſaucy Claim, 
Soon ſhalt thou find Protecting Pow'r deny'd , 
To that vain Scepter, born with Prieſtly Pride. 
C O's ; The 
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The trembling Prieſt his dreadful Voice obey'd, 
Along the Coaft in filent Paſſion, ſtray d; 
And, while ſecure in diſtant Plains he ſtood, 
With various Titles thus invok'd his God, = 
Propitious Phebus !. Hear thy Suppliant's Pray'rs, 
Thou Guardian King, whom choſen Chryſa fears : 
For whoſe Protection ſacred Cilla prays, _ © 
Thou glorious Light! whom Tenedos obeys; 
If e'er thy Prieſt a grateful Service paid, 
Or Bulls and Goats on flaming. Altars laid; 
O Sminthens hear! and with, thy Silver Bow 
Dart, the proud Grecians, and revenge my Woe. 
His fervent Pray'r the God's Compaſſion drew, 
Who breathing Vengeance, from Olympus flew ; 
His Shoulders bore a Bow and Quiyer join'd, 
Still, as he mov'd, his Arrows chink'd behind: 
Unſeen as Night he came, and rang'd apart 
The Grecian Fleet, and ſent a deadly Dart; 
The Twang was dreadful of his Silver Bow; 
Firſt only Mules and Dogs receiv'd the Blow; 
But laſt at Men his Mortal Shafts were aim'd, - 
And Fun'ral Piles with diſmal Blazes flam'd. 
Achilles, when the Darts nine Days had rov'd, 
The tenth a Council call'd, by Juno mov'd: 
For much the white-arm'd Goddeſs griev'd to find 
Thoſe Men deſtroy'd, to whom her Heart inclin'd, 
The ſummon'd Hoſt a throng'd 3 made, 
Where, riſing up, the God- like Heroe ſaid: 
We now, Atrides, muſt reſolve again 
To wander homewards through the doubtful Main, 
If Flight may till prevent approaching Doom, 
Since War and Plagues at once the Greeks 'conſume: 
Some Prieſt conſult, for ſome deep Prophet ſend, 
Or Dream-expounder, (Dreams from Fove deſcend) 
To learn the Cauſe of our Impending Woes, 
Due Sacrifice unpaid, or broken Vows; 
If humble Victims will this Plague remove, 
Appeaſe the Godhead, and regain his Love. | 
Then Chalcas roſe, who beſt foretold their Doom, 
And knew the preſent, paſt, and things to come; 


Who 
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Who ſafe to Troy the Grecian Navy brought, 
By that Prophetick Art which Phoebus taught: 
He ſaid, Achilles, beſt beioy'd of. Fove, 
Since you demand what dire Offences move 
Apollo's Wrath, the Fatal Secret hear; CIP 
But firſt to ſave me from Deſtruction ſwear : — 
A Prince will be proyok'd, whoſe boundleſs Sway 
The Greeks acknowledge, and our Chiefs obey ; 
And ſtill unequal is a Subject's Strife | | 
Match'd, with a Monarch, who commands his Life; 
For, though he ſeems his Anger to Digeſt, 
He * — the Rancour in his mindful Breaſt. 
Achilles ſaid, I grant what you require, 
Boldly reveal whate'er the Gods inſpire ; 
By Jove's loy'd Son, ſole Object of your Pray'r, 
When you Cceleſtial Oracles declare, yy, 
While I this Life enjoy, and Light partake, 
No Greek on Chalcas an Aflault ſhall make: 
Not ev'n Atrides, who may proudly boaſt 
His Chief Command of all the Grecian Hoſt. 
Encourag'd thus, the blameleſs Prophet ſpoke: 
Nor broken Vows the God's juſt Wrath provoke, 
Nor Sacrifice unpaid; but Phæbus darts 
His Fatal Shafts at our Devoted Hearts, | 
In Vengeance of the Wrongs his Prieſt has born, 
From whoſe fond Arms the Beauteous Maid was torn. 
By this Azrides urg'd avenging Fate; 
Nor will the raging Peſtilence abate, | 
Till proſp'rous Gales, no Bribe or Ranſom paid, 
To longing Chryſes bear the Black-ey'd Maid, 
With choiceſt Gifts, and ſacred Victims ſent; 
Then Plagues will ceaſe, and injur'd Pow'rs relent. 
This ſaid, Atrides roſe, with Grief oppreſt, 
Black Choler boiling in his Manly Breaſt ; 
His Eyes were flaming, and ſevere his Look, 
And, frowning on the Bard, with Warmth he * 
Thou dreaming Prophet! born to croſs my Will 
Who find'ſt a Pleaſure in foretelling Ill, 


5 


vom, Why doſt thou till ungrateful Truths impart ?- 
5 Thou worlt Profeflor of the Boding Art! | 
* O's Now - 


* 
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Now ſince my Arms the Captive Maid detain, 

The God is angry, and the Greeks are Slain : 
'Tis true, my Threats her canting Sire diſmiſt, 

I mock'd his Crown, proud Enſign of the Prieft, 
Refus'd the Ranſom, bon ht in bended Arms, 
And found more Treaſure in her rifled Charms; 
Not ſo was loy'd in Youth my Grecian Dame, 
Who bleſt my Nuptials with a Virgin Flame; 
Equal in Beauty, ſhe delights my Heart 
With Humour, Wit, wi. ev'ry Work of Art: 
Yet, preſs'd with Dangers, I releaſe the Fair, 
The Publick Safety is my only Care: 
But you, © Grecian Chiefs! me Gift propoſe, 
Fit to repair my much-lamented Loſs; 5 
Nor vainly think that I, your Chief, alone 
Will want a Prize, who thus reſign my own. 
To him Achilles ſaid, Too proudly you, 
In this Debate, mean ſelfiſh Ends purſue: 
* How ſhould the Grecians a new Gift ſupply ? 
Few are the Spoils that undivided lye; 
Aud ev'ry Soldier muſt enjoy his Lot, 
Nor you Reſume what' by their Toils they got. 
Freely to Phæbus then reſtore the Maid, 
This publick Service ſhall be largely paid, 
Whene'er, by Jove's Decree, the Greeks enjoy 
The nN Spoils of well-defended Troy). 
He ſpoke. The Gen'ral of their Hoſt reply'd, | 
With all thy Courage and exalted Pride, N 
Think not to ſeize what I abhor to grant; 
Shalt thou enjoy a Bleſſing which I want? 
Cheaply thou doom'ſt me to reſign my Right, 
But equal Prize that Fayour ſhall requite; 
Or elſe the Spoils of 1thacus, or thine, 
Or thoſe of Ajax ſhall be ſhortly mine. 

But this hereafter will engage my Thought; 
Now Launch a Ship, by choſen Pilots taught 
To Sail the ſtormy Sea: Then Gifts prepare, 
Worthy to grace my dear departing Fair, 
Whom Ajax, Ithacus, or Creta's — 

With Pomp of Sacrifice on Board ſhall bring; 


2 1 2 2 ——— — rn Oh ASS 2 oo 


Or 


* 


 MrscELLANnY''Potms. 285 


Or you, the ſierceſt of Mankind, may pleaſe 
Theſe Rites to finiſn, and the God appeaſe. 
Achilles trowning, the Debate rene wd. 
O Prince! with Craft and Inſolence endu'd; 
Urg'd by thy Voice, what Soldier will delight 
To March in Ambuſh, or in Arms to Fight? 
No Cauſe had I to make this long Campaign, 
The diſtant Troſans ne'er diſturb'd my Reign; 
Nor fruitful Phrhia's happy Soil oppreſt, 
With Herds abounding, and with Heroes bleſt: 
The craggy Mountains, and reſounding Deep, 
My Realm fecure from bold Invaſion keep. 
With thee, O Tyrant! I engag'd in War, , 
To ſerve = Brother, and his Wrongs repair: 
Muſt I for this be with Contempt bereft | 
Of all my Prize, the grateful Army's Gift? | 
Small was the Lot, for which J labour'd hard, 
With thy unequal Dividend compar'd : _-' | - 
Though I the Fury of each Fight ſuſtain, © - © 
Mine is the Toil and Danger, thine the Gain; 
Away T go, my Strength in Bartel ſpent. 
With ſome poor Trifle to my Fleet content. 
But now farewel: Tis better to return WT 
To Native Greece, thaf hete Oppreſſion mourn: 
Hope not for Succour from a Friend Diſgrac'd, _ 
Nor think with Foreign Wars my Realm to waſte, 
Atrides anſwer'd, Fly with ſpeed away, 
The reſtleſs Motions of thy Mind obe: 
I ſcorn to move thee with an humble Pray r? 
On my Account to proſecute the Mar: 
Heroes as great will pay deſery'd Reſpet,' 
And Jove himſelf will our juſt Cauſe protect: 
Of all the Kings that his Vicegerents Reign, 
None to my Pow'r ſuch Eumity maintain': 
Thou find'ſt in Faction thy ſupream Delight, 
With brutal Courage, and with boaſted Might, 
Exerting Talents ſent thee from Above, 
Not gain'd by Virtue, but meet Gifts of Jeve. 


Go take thy Ships, and thy Theſſalſan Band,. 
And ſafe at Home thy Myrmidons „ 1 
* 10 
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1 flight. thy Service, thy Revenge deſpiſe: 
And as the God reſumes my lovely Prize, 
Who muſt to Chryſa from my Arms be ſent, . 
So will I ſeize Briseis in thy Tent; ;; 
Remoye her Beauty from thy longing Sight, 
Aſſert by Conqueſt my Superior Right. 
And warn all Chiefs, by thy unhappy Fate, 
To ſhun Contention, and ſup reſs Debate. 
This ſaid, Achilles was wit Rage 8 
Prompt with his Hand, but unreſolv'd his Breaſt; 
If ſtriking Home he ſhould Atrides flay, - 
Or tamely yielding, his Reyenge delay: 
While Reaſon thus with Paſſion ſtrove, he drew 
His weighty Sword; then down Minerva flew, 
Diſpatch'd by Juno's Order from above, 
(For both the Princes ſhar'd her equal Love:) 
Behind ſhe ſtood, and graſping faſt his Hair, 
Unſeen by others, did to him appear; 
For, looking backwards in a deep, ſurprize, 
He knew the Goddeſs by her ſparkling Eyes. 
What brings, he ſaid, J. ves heav nl Daughter here! 
Come you to ſee the rude Affronts I bear? 
Then witneſs my Revenge, behold the time 
That haughty King ſhall periſh for his Crime. 
To him the Blue-ey'd Goddeſs thus reply d, 
To calm your Paſſion, and your Strife decide, 
From Heav'n I come, employ'd by Juno's Care; 
You and Atrides her Affection ſnare 
Obey my Voicę, and Violence aſſwage, 
Nor preſs Reyenge, nor with your Sword: engage; 
Sheath'd be that Wieapon, but ſevere, your Tongue; 
A time. ſhall come to vindicate this Wrong, 
When, cruſh'd by Foes, the King ſhall humbly ſuc 
Vith trebble Gain Jour Anger to ſubdue, . 
Achilles anſwer d, Tis, O Goddeſs! fit 
That all my Paſſions to; your Will ſubmit: 
Wiſely, to Pow'rs Divine, Reſpe& we bear, 
Thoſe that r Gods, the Gods will hear: 
Then graſping hard his Hilt, her ſacred Word 


* 
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He firait obſery'd, and ſheath'd ih unyrieldy Sword, 
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This done, Minerva did to Heav'n aſcend, 
Where humble Gods Jove's awful Throne attend. 
Achilles now in ruder Language rail'd;. E 
His Rage encreaſing as his Reaſon faild; - g 
Thou Chief, more Heartleſs than a flying Deer, f 
Who dar'ſt not firſt in Bloody Rields appear; 
Nor doubtful Ambuſh for thy Foes deſign, 
Vain empty Heroe, ever ſteep'd in Wine 
Fighting ſeems Death to thee, whoſe chief Delight 
| Is robbing Soldiers of their al Right. Ea. 
Vile are the Slaves who thy dull Preſence throng, 
Thou hadſt not elſe out- liv d this brutal Wrong: 
But by this awful Scepter now I ſ wear, 
(Which ne'er again will happy Branches bear, 
Nor native Bark, nor growing Leaves will ſhoot, 
But left on diſtant Hills the kindly Root; 
And now with Grecian Judges muſt remain, 
Who Right: diſpence, and Sacred Laws maintain) 
Hear what I ſwear, Whene'er the Greeks ſhall want 
My needful Aid, Deſtruction: to ee Mit 10 
ere; And with Regret their loſt Achilles mourn,. 
No Pray'rs, nor Gifts (ſhall Bribe me to return; 
Hector ſhall ſtrow with ſlaughter'd Foes the Field, 
And no Relief thy Impotence ſhall yield; | 
But, torn with deep Remorſe, thy Heart. ſhall break, | 
For wronging thus in Arms the braveſt Greek. | 1 
The Speech concluded, in. Diſdain he toſt 7 1 
His Scepter down, with Golden Studs Emboſs'd: 
Atrides alſo ſtorm'd; but Neſtor roſe fis\ 
With mild Diſcourſe their Fury to compoſe ; - * | 
For ſmooth Harangues renown'd. in Pylos long. 
Words flow'd like Honey from his artful Tongue; 
Two Generations in that Realm were dead, 
Born in his Reign, and by his Precepts bred: 
To him the Third did now Allegiance bear, 
Juſt were his Thoughts, and his Expreſſions clear! 
Oh Gods! he ſaid, What unexpected Woes 
Oppreſs the Greeks,, What Joys attend their Foes ! 
What greater Good can bleſs the Phrygian King, 
His Hoſt, and all who from his Lineage ſpring, 770 
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Than theſe Diſtractions, which our Chiefs divide, 
Who lead our Armies, and Our Councils guide! 
Let me prevail to calm your fatal Rage, 
Obey the Dictates of maturer Age; 

A Race of Heroes, more 2 brave, 
Once lov'd the Counſels which my Reaſon gave; 
Such Chiefs no more will to theſe Eyes appear, 
As God-like Theſeus; and Pirithous were 
Dryas the Juſt, and /Polyphrme the Strong, 

And Ceneus, worthy; an Immortal Song; '; 
Strongeſt of Men} the ſtrongeſt Beaſts they kill'd, 


With theſe I liv'd, with theſe in Arms 1 fought, 
From diſtant Pyle by Invitation brought; 
None now alive theſe Heroes durſt provoke, 
Yet they wou'd liſten when your Neſtor ſpoke. 
Taught by theſe great Examples, Both ſubmit 
To what I judge, by long Experience, fit; 
Stretch not, Atrides, your Prerogative, i 1 
Of lawful Prize this Heroe to [deprive + 1 
Nor you, Achilles, with our Leader vic, 
For Jove has rais'd no Monarch's Throne ſo — 
Born of a Goddeſs, you more Strength may boaſt, 
But he more Empire, who Commands our Hoſt. 
. Yet firſt, Atrides, let your Paſſion ceaſe, 
Then Calm Advice Achilles ſhall 9 N 
Whom ftill we find, when preſs'd by Trojaus hard, 
Our ſtrongeſt Bulwark, and ſecureſt Guard. 
Well have you ſpoke, Atrides then reply'd;. 
But this proud Captain wou'd o'er Kings preſide, 
Controul Superiors, and Command the Field, 
Affecting Empire, which no Prince Will yield; 
The Gods, that gave him his undaunted 'Mind, 
Conferr'd no Licenſe to: defame Mankind. 
His Speech half ended thas Achilles broke, 
My ſervile Neck deſerv'd thy galling Yoke; 
If, worthleſs, and afraid, I yielded ſtil! 
With tame Submiſſion to thy boundleſs Will; 
But now let others blind Obſervance pay; 
No more will I ſuch: Inſolence obeèyꝛ: 50 
14 ne 


Huge Mountain-Monſters, and fierce Centaurs quell'd: 
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One Hint beſides I give, obſerve it right, 
The Gods forbid the in this Cauſe to Fight; 
Convey Brisz#is, as thy Captive, home, 

Since partial Grecians their own Gift reſume 

But Tyrant, on thy Life, this warning take, 

And let thy Hands no more Reſumptions make; 
Whene'er the bold Experiment they try, 

The Crimſon Blood my ſpotted Launce ſhall dye. 

Thus Rival Princes, while th' Aſſembly fate, 
Fighting with Words maintain'd a rude Debate 
Riſing at laſt, the Council they adjourn d. 
And ſtern Achilles to his Tent return'd. 

Atrides then Religious Rites began, | 
Launch'd a new Vellel in the yielding Main, 
Adorn'd her Sides with Twenty ſhining Oars, 

And ſent a Cargo of the choiceſt Stores; 

On Board Chryseis was conducted laſt, 

And Wiſe Ulyſſes with Command was grac'd; -* 
Thus fraught with Gifts to reconcile the Gd, 
The well-trimm'd Pinnace plongh'd the liquid Road. 

With equal Care he arid the Coaſt | 
From foul Pollutions of his ſinful Hoſt ; - 

The Greeks, in Ocean wide, their Ordures threw, 
To pleaſe the God whole Hecatombs they flew, 
Fat Bulls and Goats lay burning on the Shore, 
And curling Smoak to Heay*n the Sayour bore. 

Theſe Pious Works perform'd, Atrides ſill 
Reſoly'd his threaten'd Vengeance to fulfil; 
Talthybius and Eurybates he ſent, 

Charg'd with this Meſſage to the Hero's Tent : 
Go, bring Brzs#is to my longing Arms, 
Command Achilles to reſign her Charms; 

Or elſe your Monarch will in Perſon come, 

By force of Conqueſt to reyoke her Doom. 

The Heralds acted what their Sov'raign ſpoke, 
Along the Shoar unwilling Steps they took ; | 
But laſt to ſtrong Theſſalian Quarters went, 

And found Achilles penſive in his Tent : 

Stern was his Look when their Approach he ſaw ; 

Their anxious Minds were ſtruck with „ 1 
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In yain ſhall urge me to repel their Foes: 


And with extended Arms to Thetis pray; d. 
My Life have bounded with ſo ſhort a Date; | 


* 


Amaz'd they ſtood, and no Demand they made, 
But he, divining their bold Meſſage, ſaid h 
Welcome ye Meſſengers of Gods and Men, 
Not you I blame, but your proud King condemn : 
I know the Tyrant my fair Prize demands; 
Patroclus, lead her to their awful Hands: | 
That each a Witneſs of my Wrongs may prove, 
Before all Kings on Earth, and Gods above; 
Whene'er the Grecian Pow'rs, oppreſs'd with Woes, 


For wild Atrides, with Diſtraction loſt; 
No more from ee can preſerve their Hoſt; 
No more in Fight their ſinking Fleet protect, 
Nor by things paſt their future Schemes direct. 

He ſpoke, Patroclus his Command obey'd, 
And to their Hands reſign'd the Beaut'ous Maid; 
Away ſhe went, with an unwilling Heart: 

Her mourning Lover, from his Friends apart, 
Sate weeping on the Coaſt, the Sea ſurvey' d, 


Indulgent Goddeſs! ſince Decrees of Fate 


Great Jove with Glory was oblig'd to Crown 
The number'd Years of your 'unhappy Son: 
But now, behold me wrong'd with open Shame, 
And robb'd of all that's dear, the Captive Dame. 
The Goddeſs heard her weeping, Son complain, 
With Nereus ſitting in the "deepeſt Main; ' '',' | 
Strait like a Miſt ſhe roſe, regain'd the Land, 
Sate down before him, ſtroak'd him with her Hand, B. 
And ſaid, Why weeps my Son 2. Thy Grief declare, Ir 
And let thy tender Parent bear her ſhare.. C. 
With Sighs he ſaid, O Queen! tis vain to tell St 


W bat happen'd lately, and you know ſo well: Pl 


Strong Thebes we took, King Oetion's ſacred Seat, WT! 
And ftow'd with Plunder our Triumphant Fleet: 
The Grecian Princes ſhar'd the Spoils they got, 
But: firſt reſerving, as the faireſt Lot, 
Chryseis for their Chief: Her Father came 
Wich Gifts to Ranſom. that unhappy Dame; 4 , 
| Apo 
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Apollo's Scepter and his Crown he bore, A 
Intreating much the Greeks, Atrides more: 

The Greeks his N with due Compaſſion heard, 


His Gifts approv'd, and Character rever'd: 
But proud Atrides, with Diſpleaſure mov'd, 


9 


Diſmiſs'd the good Old Man, with Threats reprov'd: 


He went, and pray'd to have his Wrongs redreſs'd, 
And Phebus heard him, for he loy'd his Prieſt: 
dez, A Plague he ſent, and Fatal Arrows flew 
Around our Quarters, and our Army flew: 
A Prophet then reveal'd the God's Decree; ., 
, I mov'd the Greeks to ſet Chryseis free, | 
And urg'd our brutal Chief, who loudly ſtorm'd, 
To threaten Vengeance, which he ſince perform'd. 
Well-guarded home with Joy Chryteis went, 
SE And Holy Victims were to Phoebus ſent : 
Then curs'd Atrides ſeiz'd my lovely Maid, 
With whom the Greeks my glorious Service paid. 
But now, O Goddeſs ! kind Aſſiſtance lend, 
In ſearch of dire Revenge to Heav'n aſcend - 
Complain to Jovs, and if by Word or Deed _ 
You ever pleas'd him, may your Pray'rs ſucceed: 
Oft have I heard you in Theſalia boaſt, 
That you alone of all th' Ethereal Hoſt 
His Fate prevented, and his Foes withftood, 
When Pow'rs Divine wou'd bind their Sov'raign God: 
When Juno, Pallas, Neptune, all conſpir'd, 
You, Thetis, you, with juſt Reſentment fir'd, 
To fave the Godhead from ignoble Bands, 
Brought up Briareus with his hundred Hands ;, 
Immortals by that Name the Gyant know, 
Call'd Great Zgton in the World below: 
Stronger than Titan, next to Jove he ſate, | 
2 Pleas'd with his Poſt, and wond'ring at his Fate; 
zeat, hen all the Rebel Deities withdrew, _ | 
et: Nor durſt their bold, unfiniſh'd Plot purſue. 
A Of this Succeſs remind unthinking Jove, 
mbrace his Knees, uſe all your Pow'r Above 
To ſuccour Troy, and Phrygian Troops defend, 
That ſwift Deſtruction may their Foes attend: 
* 


* 
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A Deſeription of the Enchanted Pa. 
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Let King Atrides, ſculking on the Main, 

There bleſs the Greeks with his auſpicious Reign, 
And feel the Vengeance of his Crime at laſt, 
Who thus in War the braveſt Chief diſgrac'd. 
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lace and Garden of Armida, whither two 
Knights from the Chriſtian Camp were 
come in Search of Rinaldo. 


Engliſh'd from Taſlo's J eruſalem, Book the Sixth, 


By Mrs. ELIZABETH SINGER. 
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T HE Palace in a circling Figure roſe, 

Its lofty Bounds a Silvan Scene incloſe ; 

Expanded there a beauteous Garden lay, 

Where never-fading Flow'rs their Pride diſplay, 

A thouſand Demons kept their Lodgings round, 

Whoſe Arts with endleſs Labyrinths confound 

Each Paſſage to the fair Enchanted Ground. 

A hundred Gates adorn the ſtately Place, 

The chief of which the Heroes wond'ring paſs ; 

The Folding-doors on Golden Hinges turn, 

With poliſh'd Gold the radiant Pillars burn; 

But all the dazzling precious Metal's Coſt, 

Was in the rich unvalu'd Sculpture loſt. 

The Figures which the ſpacious Portal grace, 

With Human Motion ſeem to leave their Place; 

In ev'ry Viſage, an expreſſive Mind 

Th'inimitable Artiſt had delign'd, 

And Life in all their Looks and Geſtures ſhin'd. 

Nor Speech was wanting, Fancy that ſupplies; 

They — and ſpeak while each — 57% his Eyes, 
The Story firſt with Hercules ins, 

With Virgins ſeated here he tamely ſpins: 


The 
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The God-like Man, who Hell's ſtrong Paſſage gain'd, 
And Heav'n and all its rolling Orbs faſtain'd, - PSA 
A Spindle wields, and with ſoft Tales beguiles 
The fl ing Hours; fond Love ſtands by and ſimiles: 
His alle s Club the Fair ILöle holds, 1 © 

as The Lion's rugged Skin her tender Limbs infolds. 

Remote from this a Sea its Surges rears, | 

4. Hoary with Foam the azure Field appears; 

Two warlike Fleets advance on either Side, 

And oer the Waves with equal Terror ride: 

e The Flaſhes which from brandiſh'd Weapons came, 
With dreadful Splendor all the Deep inflame. ; 
Conſpicuous far the bright Egyptian Queen, 

| Urging the fierce Encouter on, is ſeen: 

1 Antonius here conducts the Eaſtern Kings, 

The mighty Romans there Illuſtrious Colas brings, 

As when two floating Iſles amidſt the Main, 

Puſh'd on by Winds, each other's Shock ſuſtain, 

And PN claſh with Mountains on een 

ain: Wil 200; Sta miele 

With fuch'a Force the Hoſtile Feets ingage, 

Their chund' ring Chiefs oppos'd with equal Rage; 

While Javelins, Darts, and flaming Torches fly, 

And Foreign Spoils above the Waters Iye, 

To Ceſar now the V oy inclines, 

The beauteous Queen the liquid Field reſigns; 

She flies, nor wou'd the fond Antonius ſtay, 

But madly left the ſcarce-decided Day, 

And threw the Empire of the World away. 

Nor touch'd with Fear, nor conquer'd by his Foes, 

Th' unhappy Man the doubtful Field foregoes, 

But by his Love betray'd; yet gen'rous Shame 

With Martial Honour oft his Thoughts reclaim : 

ind now he wou'd the fainting Fight renew, 

\nd now the charming Fugitive purſue; _ 

Vith her Inglorious to the Shoar he flies, 

\nd careleſs there, and loſt in Pleaſure lies; 

bandon'd looſely to her fatal Charms, | 

Kelolyes to ſoften Fate in Cleopatra's Arms, 


ö 


| 


Eyes, 
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The Champions all theſe coſtly Wonders view, 
And thro” the Palace now their Courſe purſue: 
As wild Meander winds along his Shores, | 


Now ſinks, and now his Silver Wave reſtores, f 


Now to the Ocean runs in various ways, 
And backward now with wanton Motion plays; 
Such crooked Paths, ſuch Labyrinths they paſs; 
As they the dubious Structure's Windings trace; 
And thro” th' uncertain» Maze they till had err'd, 
But the wiſe Magus Scheme their Paſſage elear'd; 
Whence diſengag'd, before their raviſh'd"Eyes* 
The beanteous Garden's pleaſant Proſpect lies; 
The ſhining Lakes, and moving CryſtaF here, 
The Flow'rs, and various Plants at once appear; 
At once a ſhady Vale, and ſunny Hill, 
And Groves, and moſſie Caves the Landskip fill; 
At once its ſelf the charming Scene reveals, 
2 all 1 wiſe Contriver's = conceals :. 

for. Art does copying Nature here appear, 
But ſportive 3 her. er : £11 
The Lin was mild, and calm the Morning Breeze, 
W hich breath'd Eternal Verdure on the Trees; 
The Trees their Branches proudly here diſplay | 
With full-ripe Fruits, and Purple Bloſſoms gay; 
Beneath one ſpreading Leaf a bending Twig 
Preſents the immature and rip'ning Fig: 
Depending on a loaded Branch are ſeen 
The gold, the bluſhing Apple, and the green: 
The lofty Vines: their various Cluſters: ſhow, - 
Ungrateful thoſe; while theſe with Nectar flow. 
The joyful Birds beneath the happy Shade, 

In guided Parts a tuneful Conſort made. 


The whifp'ring- Winds, and Waters murm'ring fall, 


With trembling Cadence ſoftly anſwer'd all. 


Now ceas'd the Birds, the Winds and Waters high, 


In warbling Sounds return the Harmony; 

But falling, now the Birds reſume their Part, 
Yet ſcarce this Order ſeems th” Effect of Art: 
But one with gawdy. Plumes, among the reſt, 
And purple Bill, ſuperiour Skill expreſt; 
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Now imitating Human Words begun 
The ſweet, the ſhrill, the melting Note her owns 
The wing'd- Muſicians all ſtood near to hear, 
The Winds ſuſpend their Murmurs in the Air, 
And liſt' ning ſtaid while ſhe her Song recites, 

Which in alluring Strains to Love invites: 

Her Part perform'd, the feather'd Chorus round, 
Thro' all the Groves their glad Aſſent reſound. j 
The penſive Doves in Sighs their Pain reveal, 
The whiſp'ring Trees a Paſſion ſeem to feel: „ 1 


f . 6— es um 


The Floods; the Fields, and lightſom Air above 
Confeſs the Flame, and gently breathe out Love. 

Unconquer'd yet the ſtedfaſt Tnighes remain, 
And all the tempting Baits of Vice diſdain; | 
But now retir'd beneath a pleaſant Shade, | 
The Lovers at a diſtance they ſuryey'd : 
Armida ſeated on the Flow'rs they find, 
And in her Lap Rinaldo's Head reclin'd; 
ue Love, and languiſhing her Air, 
Unbound and curling to the Winds her Hair: 
Her careleſs Robes flow with an am'rous Grace, 
And roſie Bluſhes paint her loyely Face, 
Fix'd on her Charms he fed his wanton Fires, 
And feeding ſtill encreas'd his fierce Deſires; 
Plung'd in licentious Pleaſures thus he lay, 
And melts his Life ingloriouſly away. 

At certain times Armida to her Cells 
Retires, to practiſe her myſterious Spells: | | 
The Hour was come, ſhe ſighs a foe Adieu, i 
And from his Arms nens withdrew. \ 
In Fixing Armour ruſhing from the Wood, 
Before him ſtraight the pious Heroes ſtood. 
As the fierce Steed, for Juſts and Battel bred,' 
Now uſeleſs grown, with Herds in Paſtures fed, 
Ranges at large, and lives ignobly free 
igh,. WFrom former Toils; if Arms he chance to ſee, 
Or hears from far the Trumpet's ſprightly Sounds, 
He neighs aloud, and breaks the flow'ry Bounds ; 
Longs on his Back to feel the hardy Knight, 
leaſure the Lifts, and meet the promis'd Fight, 
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Their Sight the brave Rinaldo thus alarm'd, 
Recall d his Honour, and his Courage warm'd; 
Its long inglorious Sleep his Virtue broke, 
And Martial Ardour ſparkled in his Lok. 
When with a friendly Scorn Ubaldo held ' 
Before the Youth his Adamantime Shield; 
Surpriz'd he meets his own RefleQion' there, 

His gawdy Robes hung looſe, his flowing Hair 
Clouds with the rich Perfume, and ſweetens all the Air. 
A bright, but uſeleſs Sword adorns his Side; 
Aſham'd he views this nice fantaſtick Pride, 
And, like a Man that long in idle Dreams | 
Has lain, deluded to bimfelf he ſeems: 

Enrag'd the hateful Object now he flies, 
Contus'd and ſilent downwards bends his Eyes, 
Half wiſh'd the cleaving Ground might open wide, 
Or overwhelming Seas his Shame wou'd hide. 
Ubaldo ſees the Time, and thus begun, by 

While Fame, while ſo much oy may be wo 

While Aſia, while all Europe are in Arms, | 
And ſhake the Univerfe with loud Alarms; 
Bertoldo's Son alone _ from Fear, 

Remains a Woman's noble Champion here : 
What Le „ what fatal Spells control 

Thy vigorous Honour, and unman thy Soul ? 
Come on, the Camp and mighty Godfrey ſend, 
Fortune and Victory thy Sword attend, | 
The deftin'd Heroe thou the doubtful War to end: 
Conclude the Conqueſt o'er thy Pagan Foes, 
What Might can thy reſiſtleſs Arm oppoſe ? 

Speechleſs he ſtood, and now a decent Shame, 

and now a gen'rous Pride his Looks inflame : 

He rends the Badges of his lewd Diſgrace, 


And flies with Horror the deteſted Place, 
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The Mos$aic Story of the Creation. 
| By 'Joun Hanzuz yr, Bſns pe 
O NE, only God the World's Foundation laid, 
The Heav'ns and Earth, them and their Hoſt he 


For once before this Frame of Nature was, made; 
The Heav'ns and Earth were one unfaſhion'd Maſs, 


of Form and Motion void, and void of Light, 


'Twas all Confuſion, and unbounded Night; 

'Till the o—_ Spirit with Wings of Love, 

Spread o'er the deep Abyſs did kindly move, 

With quick*ning Energy the whole compreſt, 

And wak'd the Chaos from Eternal Reſt; 

Motion and Time began, and Silence broke, 

When thro” the Deep thus the Creator ſpoke, 

Let there be Light, =  _ 

The Beams of Day ſhot thro? the parting Shade, 

Old Night before the lovely Stranger fled; | 

His bright Firſt-born with Joy th” Almighty view'd, 

He ſaw 'twas wond'rous Fair, and call'd it Good, 

He bleſt the Birth-day of his Infant Light, 

That Day th' Eternal World ſtruck out of Night. 
The Reſt of Nature undiſtinguifh'd lay, 


| Blended in one were Heav'n and Earth and Sea; 


Swift as the Voice broke forth it was obey'd, 
And thus the wond'rous Separation made. 
Unloos'd th* Ætherial Fluids upwards move, 

And make the glorious azure Sea above; 

Thoſe next in Lightneſs thro* next Spaces fly, 
And form our Clouds, and. Air, and nether Sky ; 
But lower yet the pond'rous Waters fall, 
Floating the Face of, the Terreſtrial. Bal). 

No Land was feen,-—-- The great Creator ſpake, 
Let Earth and Sea the next Diviſion make; 
In one vaſt Deep let all the Waters lye, 
And let the ce of the Land be dry: 


When thus the Word, Let Matter next divide ; : 
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Before the ow 5 obedient bag fled, 
And took their Lodging in their ſpacious Bed, 
Ang the' new Earth dl clos*d her naked Head. 
A naked World it was, unbleſt and poor, 
No Seeds of Life the barren Matter bore, 
"Till Breath Divine quicken'd the fruitful Earth, 
And gave the ye le Kingdom Birth; 4 
Let beauteous Flow'rs, and Plants, and ſhady Trees, 
Of various Kinds, in their Perfection riſe : - 
Let ev'ry ſort contain their proper Seed, 
That ſhall diſtinctly their own Species breed. 
So ſpoke the making Word, and it was ſo, 
All in Perfection roſe, not ſtaid to grow. 
Full-ripen'd Fruit the loaded Trees adorn, 
And full-blown Flow'rs were at one Inſtant born. 
The Oak, the Cedar, and th' aſpiring Pine 
Shot quick to Heay'n, and met the Word Divine. 
That their Succeſſion mißt. fox ever run. 
While fed with Dews, and cheriſh'd by the Sun; 
The Word commands the Beams of Light and Fire, 
Shou'd in one burning, ſhining Orb retire, , _ 
Whoſe bending Courſe to North and South ſhou'd turn, 
With equal Heat warm both, but neither burn, 
Whoſe conſtant Revolutions ſhou'd divide 
The future Years, and count how faſt they glide. 
Hence roſe the Sun, roll'd on his . Way, 
The Joy of the young World, and Lord of Day. 
The leſſer Light too roſe, but ſcarce leſs bright, 
Queen of the Flood, and Regent of the Night; 
Whoſe changing Beams for ever ebb and flow, 
The Scale of Time as they decay and grow. 
And laſt the Stars in perfect Order roſe, . 
Whoſe Number none but their Creator knows; 
| Whoſe glitt'ring Lights adorn the gloomy Skies, 
W hoſe Beauties pleaſe the World, whoſe Motions teaciih 
the Wile, n „ 1 
The Word Divine, on Air and Water ſpread 
A nobler Life, thro“ both profuſely ſhed; *_ 
The feather'd Kind took Birth, conceiv'd in Air, 
And ſcaly Broods the teeming Waters bare; 
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The Creatures ſoon their Maker's Goodneſs move, 
To Life he adds the greater Bleſſing, Love; | 
That Word alone that call'd forth all to live, 
The Pow'r and Joy of giving Life cou'd give: 
The living Pairs in mutual Flames he join'd, 
With that firſt Bleſſing, Multiply your Kind. 
Let Birds, as faſt as Trees they dwell on, bear, 
es, And People their Dominions of the Air. 
Let Fiſh with endleſs numbers {well their Seas, 
Till their own Shores want Sands to count th' increaſe! 
The winged Race in ev'ry Field and Grove, 
Confeſs the Flame, begin to Sing and Love; 
The young Leviathans their Nuptials keep, 
And haſte to ſtock their Empire in the Deep. 
Thus Fowl and Fiſh the Skies and Waters bred, 
And Earth alone was uninhabited ; 
Till kindled by the Word cold Matter warms, 
And various Soils ſhoot forth in various Forms, 
The Race of Lions riſe from ſtubborn Clay, 
And with Majeſtick Roar ſalute the Day: 
he milder Soil the gentle Species bare, 
Such as the harmleſs Sheep and frightful Hare. 
rom heavieſt Earth the ſluggiſh Aſſes grow, 


| rom ſlimy Mud the Race of Reptiles flow, 4 
e. ut light the Duſt whence ſprung the bounding Roe. 

| Thus ev'ry creeping Thing, and ev'ry Beaſt, 

Y. heir Parent Earth, from whence they grew, poſſeſt; 
pht, {Wiform'd by Senſe, they ſought their needful Good, 

| ut knew not whence their Lite, nor whence their Food, 
x was therefore God, to crown his Works below, 

is Creature Man in his own Image drew, © 

| ho from himſelf might his Creator view, 

* the ſame Earth the Human Pair he moulds, 
85 t from his ſacred Breaſt infus'd their Souls; 
ns teac wr, Wiſdom, Love, thro' their new Beings ſhine, 
g e God-like Features of the Sire Divine. i 
d der in him the noble Lines appear, 

a8 her more ſoft, but yet more heav'nly Fair; 
ir, h Love and Likeneſs the firſt Parents join, 


much, but one in Body and in Mind; 
ol, V. P That 
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That hence was ſaid the Husband bore the Bride, 
Bred in his Heart; add ifſu'd from his Side: 
This Huraan Pair, with Pow'r und Reaſon bleſt, 
Were made to govern, not deſtroy che veſt, 
Th' Almighty bleſt, and bid them Love, and Reign, 
And multiply at large their $oy'reigh Line; 
The Fiſh, and Fowl, and Beaſts their Pow'r obey, 
And at their Feet the new Creation lay. 
Abroad they look'd, their fair Dominions view'd, 
All ſpoke the Maker Great, and Wiſe, and Good: 
To Him they offer Sacrifice of Praiſe, 8 
Implore his Bleſſing on their future Race, 
Copying his Image from each other's Face. | 
Thus one firſt Pow'r the Plan of Nature laid, 
And all in Number, Weight and Meaſure made. 
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The STATE of NATUR RE. 
: By the ſame Hand. 


D Efore Ambition tonch'd che poifon'd Heart, 
Ere Gold in ra My or in Love had part, 


Before Religion was a , 
There was a time when Nature was obey'd; 
When happy Man was void of Crime or Fear, 
His Friend{hip perfect, and his Love ſincere, 
Both as unbounded as the common Air, 
His Thoughts were undifpuis'd, and unconfin'd, 
As naked as his Body was his Mind, | 
Full his Content,-becauſe his Wiſhes few, 
How cou'd he covet what he did not know ? 
He wiſely trod where Nature led the way, 
Fed on her Fruits, and in her Boſom lay; 
His ſtrength of ite, and Reight of Blood, 
Gave Jouble Reliſh to his Love and Food: 
The Springs he drank were like his Conſcience cle 
The Soil produc'd, and the Sun cod his fare, 
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The e the Peach, the Melon, and the Pine, 

For Smell and Taſte their Sweets and Flavours join. 
The painted Morning fed his Waking Eyes, 

When he beheld his Canopy the Skies. 

\, The Rofe and Lilly on the Green were ſpread, | 8 


And artleſs Beauties in the Sweets were laid, 

As bright and fragrant as their flow'ry Bed. 
The Birds — . did all their Notes employ, 

To entertain bis Inrervals of : 
The Cedar Boughs play'd with an calie Breeze, 
To fan the Sun beams from his cheartul Eyes ;; , 
Their Branches ia à thouſand "Angles laid. 
Che his Walks with dancing Light and Shade. 
His ſhort-hiy'd Cares let with the falling Day, 8 


Nor Hope nor Fear lay croſs his even Way, 

Safe with the Gods all his To-morrows lay. 

Pleas'd with tk' abundance of his daily Store, 

He did not wiſh, for he cou'd uſe no more, . 
Thus Nature govern'd when the World began. 

The Laws of Nature were the Laws of Man: 

But long tbeſe Rules did not his Fancy ſuit, 

The Blockhead muſt be wiſer than the Brute; 

Art muſt new mould what Natare better taught, 

Or poliſh o' er what ſhe too courſely wrought: 

From thence the Taylor and the Parſon join'd, 

To cloath his naked Body and his Mind; ' 

The Taylor only form'd the outward Sign, 

To ſhew what ſort of Creature liv'd within; 

The Prieſt amaz'd him in his Myſtick School, 

Turn'd his Head round, and made him Knaye and Fool. 

He taught ſome Virtues, but in ſtrange Diſguiſe, 

Dreſs'd up in Pomp, in Rites and Sacrifice, * 

The good and bad confus'd, and Truth was brew'd 

with Lies, | 
Between them both they make us what we are, 
Of Beau and Bigot a promiſcuous Share, 
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The FALSE MORNING. 


Rx Morning roſe bright as a blooming Bride, 
1 Fluſh'd with Enjoyment from her Lover's Side; 


| So warm for Winter, and ſo like the Spring, 
I thought to hear the fooliſh Cuckoo ſing ; 
But ſee how ſoon the Bleſſing turn'd a Curſe, | 


The Weather and the Ways grow worſe and worſe ; 
The Clouds look ſullen in the faithleſs Skies, 


And Winds like Jealouſie, in Murmurs riſe, 


It thunder'd in my Ears, and lighten'd in my Eyes. 
Sometimes a flatt'ring Minute ſeem'd to ſmile, 


But laſted but a very little while. 
B,!uch is the Morning of a married Life, 
But ſuch the dirty Journey with a Wife. 
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The LA D LE. 
T HE Scepticks think 'twas long ago, 
Since Gods came- down Incognito ; 
To ſee who were their Fiends or Foes, - 
And 7 oh * Actions _ or _ : 92 
That ſince they gave Things their Beginnin 
And ſet this Whitliois a Spinning, | | & 
Sypine they in their Heay'n remain, 
Exempt from Pleaſure as from Pain; 
And frankly leave us Human Elves, 
To cut and ſhuffle for our ſelves; 
To ſtand or walk, to riſe or tumble, 
As Matter and as Motion jumble. 
The Poets now, and Painters, hold 
This Theſis dangerous and bold - 
And your good-natur'd Gods, they ſay, 
Deſcend ſome twice or thrice a-day. 
Elſe all theſe things we toil ſo hard in 
Would not avail one ſingle Farthing, 


For 
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For when the Hero we rehearſe, _ 
To grace his Actions and our Verſe, | 435 Will | 
'Tis not by dint of Human Thought | '' 
That to his Latium he is brought: | 

Iris deſcends, by Fate's Commands, 

To guide his Steps through Foreign Lands; 2 
And Amphitritt clears his way, ? 


. 


From Rocks and Quick. ſands in the Sea. 
And if you ſee him in a Sketch, 
Tho' drawn by Paulo or Carache, 
He ſhows not half his Force and Strength, 3 
Strutting in Armour, and at length; 
That he may make his proper Figure, 
The Piece muſt yet be four Yards bigger; 
The Nymphs conduct him to the Piel, 
One holds his Sword, and one his Shield; 
Mars ſtanding by aſſerts his Quarrel, 
And Fame flies after with a Lawrel. 

Theſe Points, I ſay, of Speculation, 
As 'twere to ſave or {ink the Nation, 
Men idly learned will diſpu tec, 
_ objec, confirm, n ; 
Each mi angry, mighty right, ; 
With Ct I laltalns Ne Fight, Tie. 
Till now no Medium can agree em; 
So both draw off, and ſing Te Deum. *. 

Is it in Aquilibrio * 

If Deities deſcend or no? de gs 
Then let th' Affirmative prevail, 

As requiſite to form my Tale; 

For by all Parties tis confeſt, - _ 

That thoſe Opinions are the beſt, 
Which in their Nature moſt conduce . _ 
To preſent Ends, and private Uſe, 

Two Gods came, therefore, from above; 
One Mercury, the other Jove : | 
The Humour was, it ſeems, to know 
If all the Fayors they beſtow 
Cou'd from our own Peryerſeneſs eaſe us, 
And if our Wilh enjoy'd might pleaſe us. 

ny” 7, 
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Diſcourſing largely on this Theme, 
Oe'r Hills and Dales their Godſhips came; 
"Till well nigh tir'd at almoft Night, 

They thought it proper to alight. | 
Note here, that it as as odd is, 
That in Diſguife a God or Goddeſs 
Exerts no ſupernatural Powers, 

But acts on Maxims much like Ours. 
They ſpy'd, at laſt, a Country Farm, 
Where all was ſnug, and clean, and warm; 

For Hills before, and Woods behind, 

Secur'd it both from Rain and Wind; 

Fat Oxen in the Fields were lowing, 

Good Grain was ſow'd, good Fruit was growing: 

Of laſt Year's Corn in Barns great Store, 

Fat Turkeys gobbling at the Door, 

And Wealth, in ſhort, with Peace conſented, 1 

That People here fhould live contented: 7 

But did they in Effect do ſo? 5 

Have Patience; Friend, and thou ſhalt know. T 

Ihe honeſt Farmer and his Wife ry 

To Years declin'd, from Prime of Life, 1 

Had ſtruggled with the Marriage Nooſe, yy 
Te 
Yo 
A} 
Th 
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As almoſt ey'ry Couple does: * hs 
Sometimes, My Plague; ſometimes, My Darling; 
Kiſſing To-day, To-morrow ſnarling : 


Jointly ſubmitting to endure - of 
That Evil which admits no Cure. | = £ 
Our Gods the outward Gate unbarr'd, | Ms 
Our Farmer met 'em in the Yard, 934 75 70. 
Thought they were Folks that loſt their Way, 4 
And ask'd them civilly to ſtay; The 
Told 'em, for Supper, or for Bed, 5. 5 
They might go on, and be worſe ſped 7 
So faid, fo done, the Gods conſent; oh! 
All three into the Parlour went, | ir 
They compliment, they fit, they chat, | Is 
Fight o'er the Wars, reform the State; © A L 
A thouſand knotty Points they clear, Ode 


Till Supper and my Wife appear. 
2 CN 
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Jove made his Leg, and kiſs'd the Dame; 
Obſequious Hermes did the fame. + | 
Jove kiſs'd the Farmer's Wife, you fay } 
He did— but in an honeſt way: ' 
Oh! not with half that Warmth and Life 
With which he kiſs'd Amphitryon's Wife. 
Well then, Things handſomly wore ſerv'd; 
My Miftreſs for the Strangers carv'd. 
How ſtrong the Beer, how good the Meat, 
How loud they laught, how much they eat, 
Wou'd gloriouſly in Verſe appear, 
Yet ſhall be paſs'd in Silenes here, 
For I ſhould grieve to have it ſaid, 
That, by a fine Deſcription led, 
I made my Epic very long, 
Or tyr'd my Friend, to grace my Song, 
The Grace-Cup ſery'd, the Cloth away, 
Joe thought it time to ſhow his Play; 
Landlord and Landlady, he ery'd, 
Folly and Jeſting laid afide, X 
That Ye thus boſpitably live, | 
And Strangers with good Chear receive, 
Is mighty grateful to your Betters, 
And makes ev'n Gods themſelves your Debtors, 
To give this Theſis plainer Proof, 
You have, To-night, beneath your Roof 
A Pair of Gods; — nay, never wonder; 
This Youth can Fly, and 1 can Thunder. 
I'm Jupiter, and he Mercurms, | 
My Page, my Son indeed, but ſpurious. 
Form then three Wiſhes, you and Madam, 
And ſure as you already had 'em, 
The Things deſir'd in half an Hour 
Shall all be here, and in your Pow'r. ; 
Thank Ye, great Gods, the Woman ſays, 
Oh! may your Altars ever blaze, - 
A Ladle for our Silver Diſh 
Is what I want, and what I wiſn 
A Ladle, cries the Man, a Ladle ! 
Odzooks, Coriſca, you have pray'd ill; 
P 
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What ſhould be great you turn to Far ce, 
I wiſh the Ladle in your Aa — ++. 
With equal Grief and Shame my Mufe 
The ſequel of the Tale purſues: gl: 
The Ladle fell into the Room, 

And ſtuck in old Coriſcas Bum: _ 

Our Couple weep two Wiſhes paſt, 

And kindly join to form the laſt, 

To eaſe the Woman's aukward Pain, 

And get the Ladle out again. | 


M GRA T. 


HIS Commoner has Worth and parts.. 


Is prais'd for Arms, or lov'd for Arts; 

His Head akes for a Coronet, 
And who is bleſs'd that is not Great ? 
Some Parts, and more Eſtate, kind Heav'n 
To this well-lotted Peer has giv'n; : 
What then? He muſt have Rule and Sway, 
And all is uvrong till he's in Play. 
The Miſer muſt make up his Plumb, 
And dare not touch the gotten Sum. 
The 2 Dotard wants a Wife, _ 
To draw off his laſt Dregs of Life. 

Againſt our Peace we Arm our Will, 
Amidſt our Plenty, Something ſtil] 
For Horſes, Houſes, Pictures, Planting, 
To Thee, to Me, to Him is wanting, 
That cruel Something unpoſſeſs'd 
Corrodes and leavens all the reſt, 
That Something if we could obtain, 
Would ſoon create a future Pain : 
And to the Coffin from the Cradle, 
*Tis all a Wiſh, and all a Ladle. 


„ 
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7 the Author of the Paſtoral, 
Printed Page 171. 


BY Sylvia, if thy charming Self be meant, 

If Friendſhip be thy Virgin Vows extent, 
Oh! let me in Corinna's Praiſes join, 

Hers my Eſteem ſhall be, my Paſſion thine : 
When for thy Head the Garland I prepare, 

A ſecond Wreath ſhall bind Corinnas Hair; 

And when my choiceſt Songs thy Worth proclaim, 
Alternate Verſe ſhall bleſs Corinna's Name; 

My Heart fhall own the Juſtice of her Cauſe, 
And Love himſelf ſubmit to Friendſhip's Laws. 
But if beneath thy Number's ſoft Diſguiſe, 

Some fayour'd Swain, ſome true. Alexis lyes, 

It Amaryllis breathes thy ſecret Pains,... _ 

And thy fond; Heart beat Meaſure to thy Strains, 

May'ſt thou, howe'er I grieve, for ever find 

The Flame propitious, and the Lover kind: 

May Cytherea make her Conqueſt ſure, 

And let thy Beauty like thy Verſe endure. 

May ev'ry God his friendly Aid afford, | 

Pan guard thy Flock, and Ceres bleſs thy Board. 
Yet, it amidſt the Series of theſe Joys, 

One ſad Reflection ſhould by chance ariſe, 

Give it; in Pity, to the wretched Swain, 

Who loving much, who not belov'd again, 

Felt an ill-fated Paſhon's laſt Exceſs, 


And dy'd in Moe, that thou might'ſt live in Peace: 


„ 


— 


DELTA. 4 Paſtoral Eclogue; lamenting 
the Death of Mrs. TEMPEST, who dy'd 
upon the Day of the late Storm. 


VE gentle Swains! who paſs your Days and Nights 
1 In Love's ſincere and innocent Delights 
N N P 5 F a - * 
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Ve, tender Virgins, who with Pride diſplay 
Your. Beauty's Splendor, and extend your SWw-ay! 
Lament with me! with me your Sorrows join! 
And mingle your united Tears with wine! 
Delia, the Queen of Love, let all deplore! 
Delia, the een of Beauty, now no more! 

: Begin, my Muſe! begin your mournful Strains ! 

2 Tell the ſad Tale through all the Hills and Plains! 
Tell it through ev'ry Lawn, and ev'ry Grove! 
Where Flocks can wander, or where Shepherds rove! 

Bid neighb'ring Rivers tell t he diſtant Sea, 
And Winds from Pole to Pole the News convey ! 
Delia, the Queen of Love, let all deplore ! | 
Delia, the Queen of Beauty's now no more! 

 'Tis-done, and all obey the mournful Muſe! 
See Hills; and Plains, and Winds have heard the News! 
The foaming Sea o*erwhelms the frighten'd Shoar, 
The Vallies tremble, and the Mountains roar, 
See lofty Oaks from firm Foundations torn, | 
And Stately Towr's in Heaps of Ruin mourn! 
The gentle Thames, that rarely Paſſion knows, 
Swells with this Sorrow, and her Banks o*erflows: 
What Shrieks are heard? what Groans? what dying 
Ev'n Nature's ſelf in dire Convulſion lyes! {Cries! 
Delia, the Queen of Love, they all deplore ! 
Delia, the Queen of Beauty's now no more ! 
Oh! why did 1 ſurvive the Fatal Day, 
That fnatch'd the Joys of all my Life away? 
Why was not I beneath ſome Ruin loſt ? 
Sunk in the Seas, or Shipwreck'd on the Coaft ? 
Why did the Fates ſpare this devoted Head? 


ti = MJ hg by „ See ES 


Why did I live to hear that thou wert dead? 

By thee my Griefs were calm'd, my Torments eas'l; Gl 
+ Nor knew I Pleaſure, but as thou wert pleas'd. So 
Where ſhall I wander now, diſtrels'd, alone? Co 
What ufe have 1 of Life, now thou art gone? Pr. 

T have no uſe, alas? but d deplore - 6 =. 


Delia, the Pride of Beauty, now no more. | No: 
What living wy ha is bleſs'd with equal Grace ? De! 
Aa may diſpue, but who can fill thy Place 
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What Lover in his Miſtreſs hopes to find 
A Form ſo lovely, with ſo bright a Mind? 
Doris may boaſt a Face divinely Fair, 4 A Bb 
But wants thy Shape, the Motions, and thy Air, 
Lucinda has thy Shape, not thoſe Eyes, 
That while they did th admiring World ſurprize, 
Diſclos'd the ſecret Luſtre of thy Mind, 8 
And ſeem'd each Lover's inmoſi Thoughts to find. 
Others, whoſe Beauty yielding Swains confels, 
' By Indiſcretion make their Conqueſt lels, 
And want thy Conduct and obliging Wit, FF) 

To fix thoſe Slayes who to their Charms ſubmit. 

As ſome Rich Tyrant hoards an uſeleſs Store, 

That wou'd, well plac'd, enrich a thouſand more: 

So didſt thou keep a Crowd of Charms retir'd, 
81 Wou'd make a thouſand other Nymphs admir'd. 

Gay, modeſt, artleſs, beautiful, and young 

Slow to reſolye, in Reſolution ſtrong; 

To all obliging, yet reſerv'd to all, 

None cou' bim ſelf the favour'd Lover call; 

That which alone cou'd make his Hopes endure, 
f Was, that he ſaw no other Swain ſecure. 
ing Whither, ah! whither are thoſe Graces fled? 
es} Down to the dark, the melancholy Shade: 
Now, Shepherds, now lament ! and now deplore ! 
Delia is dead, and Beauty is no more! 

For thee each tuneful Swain prepar'd his Lays, 

His Fame exalting, while he ſung thy Praiſe. 
Thryſis, in gay and eaſie Meaſures, ftrove 
To charm hy Ears, and tune thy Soul to Loye z = 
Menalcas, in his Numbers more ſublime, 2 
Extoll'd thy Virtues in Immortal Rhime. 
Glycon, whoſe Satyr kept the World in Awe, 
Softning his Strain, when firſt thy Charms he ſaw, 
Confeſs'd the Goddeſs that new-form'd his Mind, 
Proclaim'd thy Beauties, and forgot Mankind. 
Ceaſe, Shepherds, ceaſe; the Charms Jo ſung are fled ! 
The Glory of our Blaſted Iſle is dead! 


Now join your Griefs with mine! and now deplore 
Delia, he Pride of Beauty, now no more! 
| Behold 


as; 


. 
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Behold where now She lyes, depriv'd of Breath! 
Charming tho? pale, and beautiful in Death! 
A Troop of weeping Virgins by her Side; | 
With all the Pomp of Woe, and Sorrow's Pride! 
Oh, early loſt! Oh, fitter to be led,” © 
In *heetful Splendor to the Bridal Bed! 
Than thus conducted to th'untimely Tomb, 
A ſpotleſs Virgin, in her Beauty's Bloom ! 
Whatever Hopes ſuperior Merit gave, | 
Let me, at leaſt, embrace thee in the Graye : 
On thy cold Lips imprint a dying Kiſs; 
Oh! that thy Coyneſs cou'd refuſe me this! 
Such melting Tears upon thy Limbs I'll pour, 
Shall thaw their Numbneſs, and thy Warmth reſtore; 
Claſp'd to my. glowing Breaſt, thou may'ſt revive; 
I'll breathe ſack render Sighs ſhall make thee live. 
Or if ſeverer Fates that Ai deny, | 
If thou canſt not revive, yet I may die. 
In one cold Grave together may be laid 
The Trueſt Lover, and the Lovelieſt Maid. 
Then ſhall I ceaſe to grieve, and not before; 
Then ſhall J ceaſe fair Delia to deplore. 
But ſee, thoſe dreadful] Objects diſappear! 
The Syn ſhines out, and all the Heay'ns are clear: 
The warring Winds are huſht, the Sea's ſerene ; 
And Nature. ſoften'd ſhifts her angry Scene. 
What means this ſudden Change ? Methinks I hear 
Melodious Muſick from the Heay'nly Sphere! 
Liſten, ye Shepherds, and deyour the Sound!! 
Liſten! The Saint, the Lovely Saint is Crown'd! 
While we, miſtaken in our Joy and Grief, 
Bewail her Fate, who wants not our Relief: 
From the pleas'd Orbs ſhe views us here below, 
And with kind Pity wonders at our Woe. | 
Ah, Charming Saint! ſince thou art Bleſs'd above, 
Indulge thy Lovers, and forgive their Love. 
Forgive their Tears; who, preſs'd with Grief and Care, 
Feel not thy Joys, but fee] their own Deſpair! 
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PROLOGUE ro the Univerſity of 
O Xx F OR D, 1681, 


By Mr. J. DxYDEN, 


HE fam'd Italian Muſe, whoſe Rhymes advance 
Orlando, and the Paladins of France, 
Records, that when our Wit and Senſe is flown, 
'Tis lodg'd within the Circle of the Moon 
In Earthen Jars, which one, who thither ſoar'd, 
Set to his Noſe, ſnufft up, and was reſtor'd. 
Whate'er the Story be, the Moral's true, 
The Wit we loſt in Town, we find in you, 
Our Poets their fled Parts may-draw from hence, 
And fill their windy Headg with ſober Senſe. 
When London Votes with Southwark's diſagree, 
Here may they find their long-loſt Loyalty, 
Here bufle Senates, to th' old Cauſe inclin'd, 
May ſnuff the Votes their Fellows left behind: 
Your Country Neighbours, when their Grain grows 
May come and find their Iaſt Proviſion here: dear, 
Whereas we cannot much lament our Loſs, 
Who neither carry'd back, nor brought one Croſs; 
We look'd what Repreſentatives wou'd bring, 
But they help'd us, juſt as they did the King, 
Yet we deſpair not, for we now lay forth 
The Sibyll's Books, to thoſe who know their Worth 
And tho” the firſt was Sacrific'd before, 
Theſe Volumes doubly will the Price reftore, 
Our Poet bade us hope. this Grace to find, | 
To whom by long en typo you are kind, * 
He, whoſe undaunted Mule, with Loyal Rage, 


Has never ſpar'd the Vices of the Age, 
Here finding nothing that his Spleen can raiſe, 
Is forc'd to turn his Satyr into Praiſe, 
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Written in Latin 


By FRACASTORIUS. 
Tv Ola IO 
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And now Attempted in Engliſh 
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Printed in the Year MDCCXXVII. 
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Surgeon to Hs MAI ES x v. 


A great Son of Art, this faint effect 
Of a moſt active, and unfeign'd Reſpect: 

Numbers that yield (Alas!) too juſt ſurvey 
Of Phyſick's growth and Poetry's decay. 
That ſhew a generous Muſe impair'd by me, 
As much as th' Author's Skill's out-done by thee, 

This Indian Congu'ror's fatal March he ſung, 
To the ſame Lyre his own Apollo ſtrung ; 
Whoſe Notes yet fail'd the Monſter to aſſwage, 
Revenging here, invading Spaniards Rage. 
Dear was the Conqueſt of a new-found World, 
Whoſe Plague e'er ſince through all the Old is hurl'd. 
Had Fracaſtorius, who in Numbers told ; 4 
(Numbers more rich than thoſe new Lands of Gold) 


This 
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This great Deſtroyer's Progreſs, ſeen this Age 
And thy Succeſs againſt the Tyrant's Rage, 
Bembus had then been no immortal Name, 
Thou and thy Art had,challeng'd all his Flame! 
Thou driv'ſt th' V ſurper to his laſt Retreats, 
Repairing as thou go'ſt the ruin'd Seats: _ 
Thus While the Foe is by thy Art remov'd, 1 
The Holds are ſtrengthen'd and the Soil improv'd. 
Thy happy Conqueſt do's at once expel] 
Th' Invader's force, andihbred Factions quell, 
Thy Patients and Auguſta's Fate's the ſame, 
To rife more fair and laſting for the Flame: 
While meaner Artiſts this bold Task eflay, r, 
V*th' little World of Man they loſe their way. 


Thou know'ſt the ſecret Paſſes to each Part, 
And, skilrd in Nature, cin I not fall th Arr, © 
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m. LI EE 
FRACASTORIUS. 


Racaſlorius was deſcended from the Fracafiorian 
+ Family of great Antiquity in Verona. He ſeem- 
ed not only to rival the Fame of Catullus and 

Pliny , who had long before made that City re- 
nown'd, but to have very far exceeded all his Con- 
temporaries, for Learning and Poetry, His Parents 
were Paulo- Philippus Fracaſlorius and Camilla Maſca- 
rellia, both of great Reputation. He was ſo well 
educated by his Father, that he gave early proofs of 
2 great Genius, ſo that in his Childhood all Men con- 
ceived hopes of an extraordinary Man. Nor was 
Providence wanting to give him a ſignal Teſtimony, 
foraſmuch as when he was an Infant in the Arms of 
his Mother, a ſudden Tempeſt ariſing, in which the 
Mother was ſtruck dead by Lightning, the Child re- 
ceived no harm. He-was ſent for Literature while 
very young to Padua, where even in that Age, with 
indefatigable Labour he opened his way to that height 
of Glory which he afterwards attained. After the ini- 
tiatory Arts he applied himſelf to the ſecrets of di- 
ſtin& Sciences, but infinitely delighted with the Ma- 
thematicks, in all aſſiſted by a Memory equal to his 
Ingenuity, After ſeveral Years ſpent in Philoſophical 
Studies, under the Tutorſhip of Peter Pomponatius of 
Mantua; he devoted himſelf by the dictates of his 
Genius to Phyſick, with ſuch Reſolution and Succeſs, 
that in-the School Diſputations, not only his Fellow- 
Students; but moſt experienc'd Doctors were ſenſible 
that he was deſigned by Providence for great Under- 


taking 


a The Life of Fracaſtorius. 


takings. Accordingly they then gave him the Ho- 
nour of the Pulpit, which had never before been 
permitted to any Perſon, till they had perfected their 
Studies, and were arrived to the years of Manhood. 
This School being diſſolv'd by the breaking out of 
the War, while the had Thoughts of returning to his 
CO (his Father being then dead) he was on ho- 
nourable Conditions invited by Livianus, General of 
the Venetian Forces, and a noble Patron of Wit, to 
the College Forojulienſis, &c.— and lodg'd in the 
ſame Apartment of Andrea Naugerus and Johannes 
Cottac, two excellent Poets. He had not long reſided 
here, before he publiſhed Verſes on every extraordi- 
nary Occaſion that happened, which were received 
With - ſuch general Applauſe throughout  7taly, that 
their fame has to this Day ſtifled the Performances of 
his Companions,' Having afterwards accompanied Li- 
vianus through many Wars, the General being at 
laſt overthrown and taken Priſoner by the French at 
Abdua; he returned late into his native Country, 
where in the general Devaſtation he found his Patri- 
-mony almoſt utterly deſtroyed, ere ALF 
He marry'd, but was ſoon unhappy in the Loſs of 
two Sons, whoſe untimely Death he bewaited in a 
moſt - paſſionate Elegy, He was low of Stature, but 
.of good Bulk, his Shoulders broad, his Hair back and 
long, his Face round, his Eyes black, his Noſe ſhort 
and turning upwards by his 'continual Contemplation 
of the Stars, a lively Air was ſpread over his Coun- 
tenance; that diſplayed the Serenity and N of 
his Mind. He affected a quiet and private Life, as 
being a Man free from ambitious Deſires; contenting 


. , himſelf with a moderate Fortune, and placing his | 


Happineſs in improvement of his Knowledge, He 
was chearful though frugal at his Table, having a 
conſtant Regard to his Health ; his Wit being always 
the beſt part of his Banquet. He was notwithſtanding 
ſparing in his Speech, and affecting no vanity in his 
Preſs: He was never e o& other Mens Per- 
formances, but always glad of an occaſion to _ 
| | mend; 


— 
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mend; for which he was deſervedly celebrated by 
Johannes Baptiſta in a noble Epigram. He ſpent his 
time in curing the diſeaſed, a divine Power —_ 
always to attend his Endeayours, above the ſordi 
Deſire of Gain, - and thought himſelf beſt rewarded 
in the Health of his Patient. By theſe means he 
contraſted many Friendſhips, and had (deſervedly) no 
Enemy. | X x | 

He was not only eſteemed for his Skill. in his 
own Country, but was ſought to by foreign Princes 
in deſperate Sickneſs; for which though vaſt Rewards 
were offered, he brought nothing home beſide their 
Friendſhip; 

In his leiſure he diverted himſelf with reading Hi- 
ſtory, at which time Polybius, or Plutarch, were never 
out of his Hands, He ſometimes relieyed his Stu- 
dies with Mathematicks and Muſick, and made no 
ſmall Performances in Coſmography. He was much 
alone, yet always employed; and though by reaſon 
of his backwardneſs to difcourſe, he ſeemed of a Sa- 
„ Wl turnine Temper, yet none was more chearful and 
pleaſant. when entred into Converfation. He per- 
formed Wonders by his exact Knowledge of Herbs 


of and Simples, by ſearching the beſt Books of the An- 
2 Wl cients. That moſt excellent Antidote called Diaſcor- 
out dium, was of his preparing; we are likewiſe beholden 
ind WM to his Judgment for ſpecifying many uſeful Herbs, 
on of which the Ancients had left uncertain. Deſcription, 
101 The Age in which he lived ſaw nothing equal to his 
un 


Learning, but his Honeſty, In his retreat from the 
of City, while the Peſtilence raged, he found leiſure to 
compoſe the following Poem, a work of ſuch ele- 
gance, that Sannaxarius freely acknowledged it to 
excel his own, Ds parts Virginis, that had coſt him 
above twenty Years labour and correction. His 
Treatiſes in Proſe, - and efforts of Poetry are too 
numerous to be recited on this occaſion, 

In all which he affected ſo little vanity, that he 
never preſery'd a Copy; and we are beholden for 
what are extant, to the induſtry of his Friends that 
collected them after his Death. He - 


334 The Life of Fracaſtorius. 

He was above ſeventy Years old when he died, 
which was by an Apoplexy chat ſeiz'd him while he 
was at Dinger at his Country ſeat. He was ſenſible 
of his Malady, though leſs, often putting his 
Hand upon the top of hi Wee which ſign he 
would have had his Servants adminiſter a Cuppin 
Glaſs to the part affected, by which he had — 
cured a Nun in Verona, labouring under the ſame Di- 
ſtemper. But his Domeſticks not conceiving his 
Meaning, apply'd firſt one thing and then another, 
"till in the Evening he gently, expired. He was in- 
terr'd at Verena: His Statue, together with that of 
Andrea Naugerus, delicately caſt in Braſs, was erected 
in the School of Padua by Johannes Baptifia Rhamnu- 
ſous, His Fellow-Citizens of Verona, not to be be- 
hind Rhammuſius in reſpet (two Years after the e- 
recting the brazen Statue in Padga) ſet up his Image 
in Marble at Verona, in imitation of their Anceſtors, 
who had performed the ſame honour to their Catmln; 
and Pliny; with Laurel round their Heads, 
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To his Farid the Writer bf 
tze Enſuing Tranſlation. 
W 


ELL has thy Fare Mrected thie to chuſe 
An Author, worthy of the noble Muſe: 

His learned Pen bar, what was long unknown, 

In Roman Languaye, lite a Roman ſhown, 

And thine as ſweet, in Britiſh aumbers taught 

The Labours of this vaſt Portict Thoaght. 

Of Earth, of Seas, of putrid Air he ſung, 

To ſearch from whowee that dire Contagion ſprung, 

Which now does worſe than felleſt Plagaes deface 

The beauteous Form of God's reſembling Race. 
From the malignant Influence of the Skies, J 

'Tis ſure the Steds of moſt Diſeaſes riſe. 

But if this mercileſs, conſuming Flame, 

From Vapours, or inſeckious Planets cams ; 

Why rag'd it not much move in ancient Times, 

From Exhalatiovs of impurer Climes ? 

Beſides ; no fertled Conſequence tan ſpring 

From whatſoe'er contingent Cauſes bring. 

The raging Pyſtilence, that long lays waſte 

The ſpotted Prey, devours it ſelf at laſt. 

And ſure had this been ner ſo ſtrong entail'd, 

The vile Succeſſion muſt ere now Have fail'd. 
Blame mot the Srars ; tis plain it neither fell 

From the diſtemper'd Heavns, nor roſe from Hell, 

Nor need we to the diſtant Indies rome; 
To The curſt Originals are nearer home, 
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Whence ſhould that foul infectious Torment flow, 
But from the baneful Source of all our Woe?r 
That wheedling, charming Sex, that draws us in 
To ev'ry Puniſhment, and ev'ry. Sin. 

While Man, by Heav' ns command, and & led, 
Through this vaſt Globe his Maler- Image Brad: | 

The Godlike Figure form'd in ev'ry Womb b ] 

Prolifick ſtems, for Ages yet to come. | 
Uncurſt, becauſe he did not vainly toil, 
On barren Mountains, or impregnant Soil; 
Healthful and vigorous, he, o'er. the Face 
Of the wide Earth, diſpers'd the ſacred Race. 
But now, that Tribe, who all our Rights invade, 
Pervert the wiſe Decrees which Nature made. 
Prompt to all Ill, inſatiately. they fre 
At ev'ry pamper' d Brute's untam'd deſire : 
And while they proſtitute themſelves to more 
Than Eaſtern Kings had Concubines before , 
The foul Promiſcuous Coition breeds, | 
Like jarring Elements, thoſe pois'nons Seeds, 
Which all the dreadful hoſt. of Symptoms bring; 
And with one curſt Diſeaſe a_ Legion ſpring. 

Were the decay'd, degen'rate Race of Man 
_ Untainied now, as when it firſt. began; 
And there were no ſuch tort'ring Plague on Earth, 
The firſt inconſtant Wretch would give it Birth. 
Shun her, as you would fly from ſplitting Rocks ; 
Not Wolves ſo. fatal are to tender Flocks : 
Though round the World the dire Contagion fans, 
She'll poiſon more, than &er Pandora flew, 
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W Hrongh what Adventures this unknown 
32 Diſeaſe | 

Jo lately did aſtoniſh'd Europe ſeize, 
vI- Through Aſian Coaſts and Libyan Cities 
J ran, 


EST And, from what Seeds the Malady be- 


6. an, 
Our Song ſhall tell; To Naples firſt it came 


From France, and juſtly took from France its Name, 


ompanion of the War 
he Methods next of Cure we ſhall expreſs, 
The wond'rous Wit of Mortals in Diſtreſ: 
zut when their Skill too faint Reſiſtance made, 
Ve'll ſhew the Gods deſcending, to their Aid: 
[0 reach the ſecret Cauſes we muſt riſe 
bove the Clouds, and travel o'er the Skies. 
he daring Subje& let us then purſue, 
tanſported with an Argument ſo new, 
/hile ſpringing Groves and tuneful.Birds invite, 
nd Muſes. that in wond'rous Theams delight. 
O Bembus, Ornament of Italy, ö | 
yet from Cares of State thou canſt be free, 
r 1+ Nes Councils yet can ſpare thy Skill, 

Wi let the Buſineſs of the 0 ſtand till; 


Yo, V. 
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And imitating Rocks my Song reſound.. . _ 
Say, Goddeſs, to what Cauſe we ſhall at laſt 


O ſteal a Viſit to thoſe cool Retreats, 

The Moſes" deareſt moſt frequented Seats; 

And, gentle Bembus, do- not there diſdann 

A Member of the Eſculapian Train, ELL. 

Attempting Phyſick's Practice to rehearſe, 

And clothing low Experiments in Verſe. 

A God inſtructs, _ 1 of old _ 
great 4pollo's in equal Strains were told 

II fallt Objetts off Awad Ohr 278, 0 

But here, beneath a ſmall Appearance, lies 

A Source, that greateſt Wonder will create, 

Of Nature much, and very much of Fate. 

Byt thou, Urania, who alone, canſt trace 
Firſt Cauſes, meaſure out the Starry Space 
That know'ſt the Planets number, force and uſe, 
And what Effects the vary'd Orbs produce: 
So may the Spheres thy Heav'nly-Cburſe admire, 
The Stars with envy at thy Beams retire; 2 
As thou a-while ſhalt condeſcend to d well 
With me on Earth, and make this Grove thy Cell; 
While Zephyrus can my Head with Myrtle bound, 


ign this Plague, unknown to Ages paſt; 

If from the Weſtern Climes *rwas wafted o'er, 
When daring Spamards left their native Shore; 
Reſolv'd beyond th* Atlantick to deſcry 
Conjectur'd Worlds, or in the ſearch to die. 
For Fame reports this Grief perpetual there, 
From Skies infected and polſuted Air: 
From whence tis grown ſo Epidemical, 
Whole Cities Victims to its Fury fall; 

Few ſcape, for what Relief where vital Breath, 
The Gate of Life, is made the Road of Death? 
If then by Traffick thence this Plague was brought, 
How dearly, dearly was that Traffick bought! 
This Prodigy of Sickneſs, weak at firſt; 

(Like Infant Tyrants, and in ſecret Nurſt) 
When once confirm'd, with ſudden Rage breaks forth, 
And ſcatters Deſolation through the Earth, 
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So while the Shepherd trav'ling through the Dark, 
Strikes his dim Torch, ſome unſuſpecked Spark 
Falls in the Stubble, where it {mothers long, 
But by degrees becomes at laſt ſo ſtrong, | 
That now it ſpreads o'er all the Neighb'ring Soil, 
Devours at once the Plowman's Hope and Toil; 
The Sacred Grove next Sacrifice mult be, 
Nor Jove can ſave his dedicated Tree; 
The Grove foments its Rage, from whenee it flies 
In curling Flames, and ſeems to fire the Skies. 4 
Yet Obſeryation rightly taken draws 
This new Diſtemper from ſome newer Cauſe; 1＋ 
Nor Reaſon can allow that this Diſeaſe 
Came firſt by Commerce from beyond the Seas; 
Since Inſtances in divers Lands are ſhown, 
To whom all Indian Traffick is unknown : | 
Nor could th' Infection from the Weſtern Clime 
Seize diſtant. Nations at the ſelt-ſame time; | 
And in remoter Parts begin its Reign, 
As fierce and early as it did in Spain. 
What Slaughter in our Italy was made, 
Where Tiber's Tribute to the Ocean's paid; 
Where Po does through a hundred Cities glide, 
And pours as many Streams into the Tide. 
All at one Seaſon, all without Relief, 
Receiy'd and languiſh'd with the common Grief. 
Nor can th' Infection firſt be charg'd on Spain, 
That ſought new Worlds beyond the Weſtern Main: 
Since from Pyrene's Foot, to Italy, | 
It ſhed its Bane on France, while Spain was free. 
As ſoon the fertile Rhine its Fury found, 
And Regions with eternal Winter bound: 
Nor yet did Southern Climes its Vengeance ſhun, 
But felt a Flame more, ſcorching than the Sun. 
The Palms of Ida now negleQed ſtood, 
And Egypt languiſh'd while her Nile o'erflow'd; 
From whence tis plain this Peſt muſt be aſſign'd 
To ſome more pow'rful Cauſe, and hard to find. 
In all Productions of wiſe Nature's Hand, 
Whether conceiy'd in Air, on Sea, or Land; ; 
. No 
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No conſtant Method does direct her way. 
But various Beings various Laws obey; 
Such things as from few. Principles ariſe, 
In every Place and Seaſon meet our Eyes; 
But What are fram'd of Principles abſtruſe, 
Such Places only and ſuch Times produce, _ * 
Effects of yet a more ſtupendious Birth, Ms 
And ſuch as Nature muſt with Pangs bring forth, 
Where violent and various Seeds unite, . 
Break flowly.from the Boſom of the Night; t 
Long in the Womb. of Fate the Embryo's worn, 
Whole Ages paſs before the Monſter's born. 
Diſeaſes thus which various Seeds compound, 
As various in their Birth and Date are found. 
Some always. ſeen, ſome long in Darkneſs hurl'd, 
That break their Chains at laſt to ſconrge the World, 
To which black Lift this Plague muſt be aſſign'd, 
Night's fouleſt Birth and Terror of Mankind. 
Nor muſt we yet think this Eſcape. the firſt, 
Since former Ages with the like were curſt, 
Long ſince he ſcatter'd his Infernal Flame, 
And always Being had, tho“ not a Name; 
At leaſt what Name it bore is now unfound: 
Both Names and Things in Time's Abyſs lye drown'd, 
How vainly then do we project to 5 | 
Our Names remembred, when our Bodies ſleep? 
Since late Succeſhon ſearching their Deſcent, _ 
Shall neither find our Duſt nor Monument. 
Yet where the Weftern Ocean finds its Bound 
(The World ſo lately by the Spaniards found) 
Beneath this Peſt the wretched Natives groan, 
In every Nation there and always known, 
Such dire Effects depend upon a Clime, 
On varying Skies and long Revolving Time : 
The Temper of their Air this Plague brought forth, 
The Soil it ſelf diſpos'd for ſuch à Birth. 
All things conſpir'd to raiſe the Tyrant there, 
But Time alone cou'd fix his Conqueſt here, 
If therefore more diſtinctly we would know 


Each Source from whence this deadly Bane did flow, 30 
| by His . 
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His Progreſs in the Earth we muſt ſurvey, 
How many Cities groan beneath his Sway. IP 
And when his great Adyancement we have trac'd, 
We muſt allow his Principles as yan” - W 

That Earth nor Sea th' Ingredients cou'd prepare, 

And-wholly muſt aſcribe it to the Air, a 
The Tyrant's Seat, his Magazine is there. F 
The Air that do's both Earth and Sea ſurround, 
As eaſily can Earth and Sea confound; 
What Fence for, Bodies, when at ev'ry Pore 
The ſoft-Irnfyader has an open Door? | 
What Fence, where Poiſon's drawn with vital Breath, 


And Father Air the Author proves of Death) 
Of ſubtile Sabſtance that with Eafe receives” | 
Infection, which as eaſily it gives. | 
Now by what means this dire Contagion firſt 
Was form'd aloft, by what Ingredients nurſt, 
Our Song ſhall tell; and in this wond'rous Courſe 
Revolving times and Yarying Planets force, 
Firſt then, the Sun with all his Train of Stars, 
Amongſt our Elements raiſe endleſs Wars; _ 
And when the Planets from their Stations range, 
4 Our Orb is influenc'd, and feels the Change. 
The chiefeſt Iuſtance is the Sun's Retreat; 
No ſooner he withdraws his vita Heat. 
But fruitleſs Fields with Snow are coyer'd o'er, 
The pretty Fountains run and talk no more. 
Yet when his Chariot to the Crab returns, 
The Air, the Earth, the very Ocean burns. 
The 3 of Night can boaſt no leſs a Sway, 
At leaſt all humid Things her Power obey. 
Malignant Saturn's Star as much can claim, | 
With friendly Jove's, bright Mars, and Venus Flame, 
And all the Hoſt of Lights without a Name. | 


, Our Elements beneath their Influence lye, 
Slaves to the very Rabble of the Sky. 
But moſt'when many meet in one Abode, 
Or when ſome Planet enters a new Road, 
hy Far diſtant from the Courſe he us'd to run, 


His dome mighty Work of Fate is to be done. 2 
Q 3 Long 


OS 
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Long Tracts of Time indeed mult firſt be. ſpent, 
Before Completion of the vaſt Eyent;... 
But when the Revolution once is made, 
What Miſchiefs Earth and Sea at once invade! 
| Poor Mortals then ſhall all Extremes ſuſtain, 
4 While Heav'n diſſolves in Deluges of Rain, 
Which from the Mountains with impetuous Courſe, 
Arid headlong Rage, Trees, Roeks, and Towns ſhall 
O'er ſwelling Ganges then ſhall ſweep the Plain, I force. 
q And peaceful Poe out-roar the ſtormy Main. 
1 In other Parts the Springs as low ſhall lye, . - , 
„ And Nymphs with Tears, exhauſted Streams ſupply, 
[ Where neither Drought, nor P deſtroy, _ 
; The Winds their utmoſt Fury ſha Fe "7 
While Hurricanes whole Cities mall o'erthrow, 
7 Or Earthquakes page Gap ga the Depths below, 
( Perhaps the Seafon ſhall arrive (if Fate 1 
p And Nature once agree upon the Date 
; When this moſt: cultivated Earth ſhall be 
Unpeopl'd quite, or drench'd beneath the Sea; 


When ev'n the Sun another Courſe ſhall ſteer, 


PX ; 


And other Seaſons. conftitute the Lear: 
The wond'ring North ſhall ſee the ſpringing Vine, 
And Moors admire at Snow beneath the Line. 
New Species then of Creatures ſhall ariſe, _ 
A new Creation Nature's ſelf ſurpriſe. 4 
Then Youth ſhall lend freſh Vigour to the-Earth, 
And give a ſecond Breed of Gyants Birth, _ 
By whom a new Aſſault {hall be perform d,. 
| Hills heap'd on Hills, and Heav'n once more be ſtorm'd, 
Since Nature's then ſo liable to change, 
Why ſhould we think this late Contagion ſtrange; 
Or that the Planets where ſuch Miſchiefs grow, 
Should ſhed their Poyſon on the Earth below? 
Two hundred rowling Years are paſt away, 
Since Mars and Saturn in Conjunction lay, 
When through the Eaſt an unknown Fever rag'd, 
Of ſtrange Effects, and by no Arts aflwag'd; 
From ſuffocated Lungs with-Pain they drew 


IT heir Breath, and Blood for Spittle did enſue; 
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Four Days the Wretches with this Plague were griey'd, 
(O diſmal Sight!) and then by Death reliev'd. 1 


From thence to Perſia the Contagion came, 
Of whom th' Aſyrians eateh'd the ſpreading Flame, 


Euphrates next and Tigris did complain, 


Arabia too, ſtyl'd happy now in vais 
Then Phyygia mourn'd, from whenee it croſs'd the Sea 
(Too ſmall to quench its Flame) to 1#aly. 

Then from this lower Orb with me remove, 
To view the Starry Palaces above, 
Through all the Roads of wand'ring Planets rove. 
To ſearch in what Poſition they have ſtood, 
And what Conjectures were from them made good, 
To find' What Signs did former times direct, 

And what the prefent Age is to expect: 
From hence pethaps we ſhall with cafe deſery 
The Source of this ſtupendous Malady. . 
Behold how Cancer with portentous Harms 
Before Heav'n's Gate unfolds his threat'ning Arms; 
Prodigious Ills muſt needs from thenee enſue, 

In which one Houſe we may diftinaly*view- 

A numerous Cabal of Stars confpire, * 

To hurl at once on Hir their banefal Fire: 

All this the reverend Artiſt did defery, | 

W ho-nightly watch'd the Motions of the Sky, 

Ye Gods (he cry'd) what does your Rage prepare, 
What unknown Plague engenders in ine Air? 
Beſides, I fee dire Wars on Europe ſhed, 
Auſonian Fields with Native Gore of erſpread. 
Thus ſung the Sage, and to preyent Debate, 

In writing left the Story of our Fate. 

When any certain Coutfe' of Tears is run, 

Ere the next Revolution be begun 
Heay'n's Method is, for Jove in all his State 
To weigh Events, and to determine Fate; 

To ſearch, the Book of Deſtiny, and ſhow 
What change ſhall rife in Heay'n or Earth below, 
Behold him then in awful Robes array'd, 

And calling his known Council ro his Aid; 
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Saturn and Mars the thund'ring Summons call, 
The Crab's portentous Arms unlock the Hall: 
Mark with what various Mein the Gods repair; 
Firſt Mars with ſparkling Eyes and flaming Hair, 
So furious and addicted to Alarms. 
He dreams of Battels, though in Vena, Arms. 
But ſee with what auguſt and peaceful BroW 
(Of Gold his Chariot if the Fates allow) 7 
Great Jove appears, who does to all extend 
Impartial Juſtice, Heav'n and Nature's Friend. 
Old Saturn laſt with heavy Pace comes on, 
Loth to obey the Summons of his Son; 
Oft going ſtopt, oft ponder'd in his Mind 
Heav'n's Empire loſt, oft to return inclin'd ;; 
Thus, much diſtracted, and arriving late, 
Sits grudging down, beſide the Chair: of State. 
Jove now unfolds what Fate's dark Laws contain, 
Which Jove alone has Wiſdom to explain: 
Sees rip'ning Miſchiefs ready to be hurl'd, 
And much condoles the Sufferings of the World: 
Unfolded views Death's Adamantine Gates, 
War, Slaughters, Factions, and ſubverted States. 
But moſt aſtoniſn'd at a new Diſeaſe, 
That muſt forthwith on helpleſs Mortals ſeize. 
Theſe Secrets he unfolds; and ſhakes the Skies: 
The Gods condole, and from the Council riſe. 
Hell's Agent thus no ſooner quits his Cage, 
But on the ſtarting Spheres he hurls his Rage: 
The purer Orbs diſdain th* infernal Foe, 
And ſhake the Taint upon the Air below. 
The groſſer Air receives the baneful Seeds, 
Converting to the Poiſon which it feeds: 
Whether the Sun from Earth this Vapour drew, , 
In late Conjunction with his fiery Crew; | 
Or from fermenting Seas by Neptune ſent, 
In Envy to. the higher Element, 
Is hard to ſay; or if more Fow'rs combin'd, I 
Sent forth this Prodigy to fright Mankind, . 
The Offices of Nature to define 
And to each Cauſe a true Effect aſſign, 
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Miſt be a Task both hard and doubtful too.. 
Since various Confequences oft enſue . . | 8 4 
Nor Nature always to herſelf is true: . 
Some Principles ſhall on the Inſtant work, 
Whilſt others, ſhall for tedious Ages lurk : 
Beſides, the Pow'r of Chance ſhall oft prevail 
On Nature's Force, and cauſe Events to fail. 
Nor is the Influence of Maladies | 
. Leſs various than the Seeds from-whence they riſe, 
Sometimes th' infected Air hurts Frees alone, 
To Graſs and. tender Flowers pernicious known. 
The Blaſt ſometimes deſtroys the furrow'd Soil 
With Mildew'd Ears, not worth the Reaper's Toil. 
Or if ſome Dale with Grain ſeems more enrich'd, 
It moulds:and rots before the Sheaves are pitch'd.. 
When Earth yields Store, yet oft ſome ſtrange Diſeaſe 
Shall fall, and only on poor Cattle ſeize: _ | 
Here it ſhall ſweep the Stock, while there it ſheds 
Its Fury only on devoted Heads. | 
My own Remembrance to this Hour retains, 
An Autumn drown'd with never-ceaſing Rains: 
Yet this malignant Luxury the Breed 
Of Goats alone did rue, the reſt were freed. 
See how at Break of Day their Numbers told, 
See how the Keeper drives them from the Fold: 
Behold him next beneath a hanging Rock, 
And cheering with his Reed the browzing Flock, 
While them he charms, nor is himſelf les 15 12 
With a ſharp ſudden Cough ſome darling Kid is ſeia'd: 
The Cough his Knell, for with a giddy Round 
He whirls, and ſtrait falls dead upon the Ground. 
This Fever thus to Goats and Kids ſevere, 
While Autumn held, confin'd his Vengeance there 
Next Spring, both lowing Herd and bleating Flock 
At once it ſeiz'd, ſpar'd none, but ſwept the Stocx: 
With ſuch uncertainty from tainted Skies 
In Bodies plac'd on Earth Effects ariſe. 

Since then by dear Experiment we find 
Diſeaſes. various in their Riſe and Kind: 
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Of this n let us take a view, 
More terrible for being ſtrange and new, 
That with the proudeſf Son of Slaughter vies, 
And claims no lower Kindred than the Skies; 
And as he did aloft conceive his Flame, 
The proud Deſtroyer ſeeks no common Game, 
He ſcorns the well-finn'd Sporters of the Flood, 
He ſcorns the well-plum'd Singers of the Wood; 
Diſdains the wanton Browzers of the Rock, 
Diſdains the lowing Herd and bleating Flock; 
With Wolf or Bear deſpiſes to engage, 
Nor can the generous Horſe provoke his Rage: 
The Lords of Nature only he annoys, 
And Human Frame, Heav'n's Images, deſtro 
The Blood's black viſcous Parts he ſeizes firſt, 
By whoſe malignant Aliments he's nurſt; 
And ere he can the fierce Aſſault begin, 
Factions of Humours take his Part within; 
The ſtrongeſt Holds of Nature thus he gains, 
uart'ring his cruel Troops throughout the Veins, 
While ſome more noble Seat the Tyrant's Throne 
contains. | 
Such Principles brought this Diſtemper forth, 
Such Aliments maintain'd the dreadful Birth: 
His certain Signs and Symptons to rehearſe, 
Is the next Task of our inſtructing Verſe. 
O, may it prove-of ſuch a laſting Date, 
To conquer Time, and triumph over Fate. 
Apollo's ſelf infpires the uſeful Song, 
And all that to Apollo does belong, 
Like him, ſhould ever live, and be for ever young, 
How ſhall Poſterity admire our Skill, 
Taught by our Muſe to know the lurking III: 
And when his dreadful Viſage they behold, 
Cry, this is the Diſeaſe whoſe Signs of old 5 
Th' inſpir'd Phyſician in bright Numbers told. 
For tho' th' informal Peſt ſhould quit the Earth, 
Abſconding in the Hell that gave it Birth; 
„et after lazy Revolutions paſt, 
The unſuſpected Prodigy at laſt 


Shall 


hall 
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Shall from the Womb of Night once more be hurl'd, 
T'infect the Skies, and to amaze the World. / 
What therefore ſeems moſt” wond*rous in his Courſe 
Is, that he ſhould ſo long conceal his Force; 

For when the Foe his ſecret Way has made, 

And in our Intrails ſtrong Detachments laid; 

Vet oft the Moon four tmonthly Rounds ſhall ſteer, 
Before convincing Symproms appear; 

So long the Malady ſhall lurk within, 

And grow confirm'd before the Danger's ſeen; 

Yet with Diſturbance to the 'Wretch diſeas'd, 

Who with unwonted heavineſs is ſeiz'd, 

With drooping Spirits his Affairs purſues, 

And all his Limbs their Offices retuſe, 

The chearful Glories of his Eyes decay, 

And from his Cheeks the Roſes fade away, 

A leaden Hue o*er all his Face is ſpread, | 
And greater Weights depreſs his drooping Head; 
Till by degrees the ſecret Parts ſhall ſhow, 

By open, Proofs, the undermining Foe; 

Who now his dreadful Enſigns ſhall diſplay, 

Deyour, and haraſs in the f ht of Day. 

Again, when chearful Light has left the Skies, 

And Night's ungrateſul Shades and Vapours riſe; 
When Nature to our Spirit ſounds Retreat, 

And to the Vitals calls her ſtraggling Heat: 
When th' Outworks are no more of Warmth poſſeſt. 
Bloodleſs, and with a Load of Humours preſt; 
When ev'ry kind Relief's retir'd within, 

*'Tis then the Execrable Pains beginn | 
Arms, Shoulders, Legs, with reſtleſs Arches vext, 
And with Convulſions ev'ry Nerve perplext; . 
For when through all our Veins th' Infe&ion's ſpread, 
And by whate'er ſhould feed the Body fed; 

When Nature ſtrives the Vitals to defend, 1 
And all deſtructive Humours outward ſend : . 
Theſe being viſcous, groſs, and loth to ſtart, 

In its dull march ſhall torture ev'ry Part; 15 
Whence to the Bloodleſs Nerves dire Pains enſue, 

At once contracted and extended too; by 
: 5 The 
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25 thinner Parts will. yet not ſtick ſo faſt. 

But to the Surface, of the Skin are caſt e 

Which in foul Botches o'er the Body ſpread, "IPL 
Prophane the Boſom, and deform. the Head. 
Here Puſtles in the form of Acorns ſwell' d. 
In Form alone, for theſe with Stench are fill'd, 
Whoſe Ripeneſs is Corruption, that in time 

Piſdain Confinement, and diſcharge. the Slime; 

Yet oft the Foe would turn his Forces back, 

The Brawn and inmoſt Muſcles to- attack 

And pierce ſo deep, that the bare Bones have been 

Betwixt the dreadful fleſhy Breaches ſeen, 
When on the vocal Paits his Rage was ſpent, 
Imperfect Sounds, for tuneful Speech was ſent. 

As on a ſpringing Plant, you have beheld - | 
The Juice that through the tender Bark bas ſwell'd, 
That from the Sap's more. viſcous part did come, 
Till by the Sun condens'd into a Gumm ;. . 

So when this Bane is once receiv'd within, 

With ſuch Eruptions he ſhall force the Skin; 

And when the Humour for a time has flow'd, 

Grow fixt at laſt, and harden to a Node, 

Hence ſome young Swain, as on the Rocks he ſtood, 
To view his Picture in the Cryſtal Flood, 

And finding there his lovely. Cheeks deform'd, 

Againſt the Stars, againſt the Gods he ſtorm'd: 

Mean-while the Gable Wings of Night are ſpread, 

And balmy Sleep on ev'ry Creature ſhed, | 

Theſe Wretches only.no Repoſe could take, 

By this tormenting Fiend ſtill kept awake; 

Impatient *till the Morn reſtor'd the Light, 

Then curſt her. Beams,. and. wiſh'd again for Night. 

Ceres in vain her Bleſſings did "ford nn 

In vain the flowing Goblet crown'd the Board; 

No comfort they in large Poſſeſſions had 

Of Farms, or Towns, but e'en in Banquets fad + 

In vain the Streams, and Meads they did frequent, 

The diſmal Thought purſu'd where-e'er they went; 

And when fer Proſpect they would, climb the Hill, 

The dire Remembrance hagg'd their Fancy ſtull: 5 


a, 
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In vain the Gods themſelves they did invoke, 
Adorn'd their Shrines, and made their Altars ſmoak; 
They Brib'd and Pray'd, yet ſtill reliefleſs lay, . 
Their offer'd Gums conſum'd leſs faſt than they. 
Shall I relate what 1 my ſelf beheld, ar 
Where Oll;us' ſtream with gentle plenty ſwell'd ? 
In thoſe fair Meads. where Ollius cuts his way, 
A Youth of Godlike form I did ſurvey, 
By all the World beſides unparallel'd; 
And ev'n in, Traly by none excell'd; 7 
Firſt Signs of Manhood on his Cheeks were. ſhown, 
A tender Harveſt, and but thinly ſown, 
Beſides thoſe. Charms that did. his Perſon grace,. 
Deſcended from a rich and noble Race: 
What tranſport in Spectators did he breed, 
Mounted, and managing the fiery Steed, 

at Joy at once, and Terror did we feel, 
When he prepar'd for Field, and ſhone in Steel? 
Of equal Strength and Skill for Exerciſe, 
All conflicts try'd, but never loſt a Prize; 
Oft in the Chaſe his Courſer he'd forego, 


Truſt his own Feet, and turn the ſwifteſt Roe. 


For him each Nymph, for him each Goddeſs ſtrove, 

Of Hill, of Plain, of Meadow, Stream and Grove; 

Nor can we doubt that in this numerous Train, 

Some One (neglected) did to Heaven complain, & 

Who though in yain ſhe loy'd, yet did not Curſe ( 
in vain; 8 * 

For whilſt the Youth did to bis Strength confide, 

And Nerves in ev'ry Task of hardſhip try'd, 

This finiſh'd: Piece, this celebrated Frame, 

The Manſion of a loath'd Diſeaſe became: 

But of ſuch baneful, and malignant Kind, | 

As Ages paſt ne'er knew, and future ne'er ſhall find, 

Now might you ſee his Spring of Youth decay, 

The Verdure dye, the Bloſſoms fall away; 

The foul Infection o'er his Body ſpread, 

Prophanes his Boſom, and deforms his Head; 

His wretched Limbs with filth and ſtench o'erflow, - - 

While Fleſh divides, and ſhews the Bones 9 
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Dire Ulcers 1 them?) prey 
On Hs kalt Eyes and deyour their 257 7 yy 
Whilſt the neat Pyramid below, falls Mould'ringC 
Him neighbouring Alps bewail'd with conſtant Dew, 
Ollizs no more his wonted Paſſage knew; {moan'd, 
Hills, Valleys, Rocks, Streams, Groves, his Fate be- 
Sebinus' Lake from deepeſt Caverns groan d. 

From hence malicious Sarurn's Force is known, 
From whoſe malignant Orb this Plague was thrown, 
To whom more cruel Mars aſſiſtance lent, 

And club'd his Influence to the dire Event: 

Nor could the Malice of the Stars ſuffice, 

To make ſuch execrable Mifchief rife; 

For certainly ere this Difeaſe began, 

Through Hell's dark Courts the curfing Furies ran, 
Where to aftoniſht'Ghoſts they did relate, 

In dreadful Songs, the Barthen of our Fate; 

The Stygian Pool did to the Bottom rake, 

And from its Dregs the curſt Ingredients take, 
Which fcatter'd ſince through Europe wide and far, 
Bred Peſtilence, and more conſuming War, 

Ye Deities who once our Guardians were, | 
Who made th' Auſonian Fields your ſpecial Care, 
And thou O Saturn, Father of our Breed, 

From whence do's this unwonted Rage proceed 

Againſt” thy ancienrt-Seats? © © 

Has Fate's dark Store a Plague yet left, which we 

Have not ſuftain'd ey*n to Extremity ? a 

Firſt let Parthenope her Griefs declare, | 

Her Kings deſtroy'd, her Temples ſack'd in War. 

Who can the Slaughter of that Day recite, - 

When hand to hand we join'd the Gauls in fight, 

When Tarrus Brook was ſo o'er-ſwell'd with Blood, 

Men, Horſes, Arms, rowl'd down th' impetuous 

Eridanus in wand'ring Banks receives Flood: 

The purple Stream, and for our Fate with Brother 

Tarrus grieves. 

To What Eſtate, O wretchd Traly, 

Has civil Strife reduc'd, and moulder'd Thee! _ 
- ere 


re 


Where now are all hy ancient Glories hurl'd? 
Where is thy boaſted Empire of the/World? | 
What nook in thee from barb'rous Rage is freed, 
And has not ſeen her captive Children bleed? 

That was not firſt to ſavage Arms a Prey, 

And do's not me more ſavage Laws obey ? 

Anſwer ye Hills where peaceful Cluſters grew, : 
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And never 'till this Hour difturbance knew, 

Calm as the Flood which at your Feet ye view; 

Calm as Erethenus, who on each ſ ide 

Beholds your Vines, and raviſht with cheir Pride, 

Moves ſlowly with his Tribute to the Tide. 

O Italy, our ancient happy Seat, 

Glory of Nations, and the Gods Retreat, 

Whoſe fruitful Fields for peopled Towns provide, 

Where Atheſis, and ſmooth- Benacus glide, 

What words have force, thy Sufferings to relate, 

Thy Servile Yoke, and ignominious Fate! 

Now dive, Benacus, thy-tam'd Courle give o'er, 

And lead thy Streams through Laurel:Banks no more, 
Yet, when our Mis'ries thus were at their height, 

As if our Sorrows ſtill had wanted weight, 

As if our former Plagues had been too ſmall, 

We faw our Hope, Minerva's Darling, fall; 

Thy Funeral, Marcus, we did then ſurvey, 

Snatcht from the Muſes Atms before thy Day, 

Benacus Banks at thy Interment groan'd, 

And neighbouring Atheſis thy Fate bemoan'd; 

Where by the Moon's: pale Beams, Catullus came, 

And nightly ſtill was heard to ſound thy Name, 

His Songs once more his native Seats inſpire, [Lyre, 
The Groves were charm'd, and knew their Maſter's 
'Twas now the Gauls began their fierce Alarms, 

And cruſht Liguria with victorious Arms, 

While other Provinces as faſt expire 

By Cefar's Sword, and more deſtru@ive Fire; 

No Latian Seat was free from Slaughter found, 

But all alike with Tears and Blood were drown'd. | 
Now for our ſecond Task, and what Relief 

Our Age has found againſt this raging Grief, » 

| The 


The Methods now of Cure we will expreſs, .;. - 
The woud'rous Wit of Mortals in diſtreſs. | 
Aſtaniſnt long they lay, no Remedy 

At firſt they knew, nor Courage had to try, 

But learnt by ſlow Experience to appeaſe, | 
To check, and laſt to yanquiſh the Diſeaſe.  ._ 
Yet after all our Study, we muſt own 

Some Secrets were by Revelation known: 
For though the Stars in dark Cabals-combin'd, 
And for our Ruin with the Furies join'd, 


Yet were we not to laſt Deſtruction left, 


Nor of the Gods Protection quite bereft. 

If ſtrange and dreadful. Maladies have reign'd, 

If Wars, dire Maſſacres we have ſuſtain'd, 

If Flames have laid our Fields and Cities waſte, 

Our Temples too in common Rubbiſh caſt; 

If ſwelling Streams no more in Banks were kept, 

But Men, Heids, Houſes with the Flood were ſwept; 
If few ſurviv'd theſe Plagues, and Famine ley. 

The greater Part of that ſurviving Few; 

Yer of ſuch great Adventures we are proud. 


As Fate had to no former Age allow'd. 


For, what no Mortals ever dar'd before, 

We have the Ocean ſtemm'd from ſight of Shore; 
Nor was't enough, by Atlas fartheſt bound, 
That we the fair -Heſperian Gardens found, 
That we t' Arabia a new Paſſage ſought, 
While Ships for Camels the rich Lading brought : . 
To.th' outmoſt Eaſt we ſince. a Voyage e, 
And in the riſing Sun our Sails diſplay d. 
Beyond the Ind large Tracts of Land did find, 
And left the World's reputed bounds behind. 

To paſs'the World's reputed bounds were ſmall 


Performances, of greater Glory call 


Our fam'd Adventures on the Weſtern Shore, 
Diſcovering Stars, and Worlds unknown before; 
But waving theſe, our Age has yet beheld 
An inſpir'd Poet, and by none excell'd; 
Parthenope extoll'd the Songs he made, 
Sebethe's God, and Virgil's ſacred: Shade, 
T * | BY” From 
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From Gardens to the Stars his Muſe would riſe, 
And made the Earth acquainted with the Skies. 
His Name might well the Ages Pride ſuſtain, * © 
But many more” exalted Souls remain; OO 
Who, when expir'd, and Envy with them dead, 
To equal the beſt Ancients ſhall be ſaid © 
But, Bembus, while this Liſt we do unfold, - 
In which Heav'n's Bleſſings on the Age are told, 
Leo, the moſt illuſtrious Place do's claim, 
The great Reſtorer of the Roman Name; 
By whoſe mild Aſpe@s, and auſpicious Fire, 
Malignant Planets to their Cells retire. | WEL "IPL 
Jove's friendly Star once more is ſeen to riſe, 
And ſcatters healing Luſtre through the Skies, 
He, only he, our Loſſes could repairr.. 
And call the Muſes to their native Air, 
Reſtore the ancient Laws of Right and Juſt, 
Paliſn Religion from Barbarian Ruſt. . 
For Heav'n, and Rome engag*d in fierce Alarms, 
With pious: Vengeance, and with ſacred Arms, 
W hoſe. terrour to .Fuphrates* Banks was ſpread, 
While Nile retir'd t' his undiſcover'd Head, | 
And frighted Doris div'd into her oozy Bed. 

While ſome more able Muſe ſhall ſing his Name; 
In Numbers equal to his Deeds and Fame 
While Bembus thou ſhalt this great Theme rehearſe, 
And weave his Praiſes in eternal Verſe, 
Let me, in what I have propos'd, proceed; 
With Subject ſuited to my fender Reed. 

Firſt then, your Patient's Conſtitution learn, 
And well the Temper of his Blood diſcern; 
If that be pure, with ſo much greater eaſe 
You will engage, and yanquiſh the Diſeaſe, 
Whoſe Venom, where black Choler choaks the Veins; 
Takes firmer hold, and will exa& more Pains, 
More violent Aſſaults you there muſt make, 
And on the. batter'd Frame no pity take. 
Whoe'er can ſoon diſcern the lurking Grief, 
With far leſs labour: may expect Relief, 
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But when the Foe has deeper inroads; made, 

And gain'd the factious Humours to his Aid. 

What Toil, what Conflicts muſt be firſt ſuſtain'd, 

Before he's diſpoſſeſt, and Health regain d? 

Therefore with Care his firſt Approaches find, 

And hoard theſe uſeful Precepts in thy Mind. 
From noxious Winds ꝓrtſerve your ſelf with care, 5 


And ſuch are all that from the South repair, 

Of Fens and Lakes avoid th' unwholſome Air, 

To open Fields and ſunny Mountains fly, | 
Where Zephyr fans, and Boreas ſweeps the Sky: 


Nor muft you there indulge Repoſe, but fray, 
And in _continu'd Actions ſpend the Dayy 
With ey'ry Beaſt of Prey War proclaim, 
And make the grialy Bar your conſtant Game, 
Nor yet amongſt theſe . oremhrrentn py diſdain - 
To rouſe the Stag, and force him to the Plain. 
Some I have known to th' Chaſe ſo much inclin'd, 
That in the Weods they left their Grief behind. 
Nor yet think ſeorn the ſordid Plow: to guide, 
Or with then pond'rousTRake the Clods divide, 
With heavy AM, and maay a weary-Blow,. 

he tow' ring Pine, and ſpreading Ouk olerthrow]; 

he very Houſe yields Exerciſe, che Hall 
Has room for Fencing, +atid the bounding Ball. 
Rouze, rouze, ſhake off your fond Deſire of Eaſe, 
For Sleep foments and feeds the foul Diſeaſe, 
Tis then th' Invader do's the Vitals feize, '- 
But chiefly from thy Thoughts all Sorrows drive, 
Nor with Minerua's/knonty Preceptsiſtrive, 
With lighter Labours af the Mufes 'fport, 
And ſeek the Plains where Swains and Nymphs reſort. 
Abſtain however from the A& of Love, 
For nothing can ſo much deſtructive prove: 
3 * Venus hates polluted: Myſteries, 
And ev'ry Nymph from foul Embraces flies, 
Dire Practice! Poiſon with Delight to bring, 
And with the Lover's Dart, the Serpem's Sing, 

A proper Diet you muſt next prepare, 


Than which there's nothing more requires your Care l 
| A 


t. 


MisczlAN Y Pox us. 


al 4 
All Food that from the Fens is brought refuſe, | 
Whate'er the ſtanding Lakes or Seas produce, > 
Nor muſt long; Cuſtom paſs for an Excuſe; 5534 


Therefore from Fiſn in, general I diſſuade, -|  - 
All theſe are of a waſhy Subſtance made, 
W hich though the luſcious Palate they content, 
Convert to -Humours more than Nouriſnment; 
Ev'n Giltheads, though moſt tempting to the f hight, 
And ſharp-fin'd Pereh that in the Rocks delight. 

All ſorts of Fl that on the Water prey, 

By the ſame Rule I'd, have remoy'd Aways. |. i 11 
Forbear the Drake, and leave Rome $- ancient. E 
The Capitol and City do defend. 1 
No leſs the Buſtard's laſcious Fleſh teclae. Tl 
Forbear the Back and Entrails of the wine, H 22 
Nor-with- the hunted Boar thy Hunger tay, 
Enjoy the Sport, but till forbear-the Prey. 

I bold nor Cucumber.nor Muſhrooms ea 
And Artichoke is too falacious Food: 6 
Nor yet the uſe of Milk Would 1 enjoin, : _ 


Cas 


Much leſs of Vinegar or eager Wine, 

Such; as from Rhatia comes, e the Rhine ; 
The Sabine Vintage is of ſater Uſe, 

Which mellow and well-water'd Fields: produce : ol $1: % 
But if your Banquets wich the Gods you'd make, 

Of Herbs and Roots the unbought Dainties take 51601 
Be ſure that Mint and Endive fil abound, 

And Sowthiſtle, . with Leaves in Winter:crown'd, | > 
And Sian by clear Fountains always found; 

To theſe add Calamint, and Savery, 

Burrage and Balm, whoſe mingled Sweets . 
Rochet and ME Las much approve: 

The climbing A a ee in ev'ry Grove, 

Take thence —_— infant Buds, and with them join 
The curling Tendrels of che ſpringing Vine, 

Whoſe Arms have yet no friendly ſnade allow'd, 

Nor with the weight of juicy Cluſters bow'd. 
Particulars were endleſs to rebearſe, 


And weightier Subjects now demand our 'Verſe. 
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We'll draw the Muſes from Hivies Hills, 
Jo Nature's Garden, Groves and humble Rillss, 
Where if no Lawrels ſpring, or if 1fhd® 
That thoſe are all for onquerors deſign . 
With Oaken- Leaves at Naſt I bind my Brow, '' | 
For Millidhs' fay'd yen muſt that Grace allow! 
At firſt approach of Spring, 1 Would adviſe, 
Or ev'n in Autümn Month, it ſtrength ſufflee, 
To bleed your Patient in the regal Vein, 

And by degrees th' infected Current drein 
But in all Seafons fail not to expel, 0  ( 
And purge the noxious Humoms from their Cell; 
But fit Ingredients you'muſt firſt collecdg, 5 


* 


And then their different Qualities reſpect, 
Make firm the Liquid and the-Groſs diſſect. 

Take, therefore, care to gather; in their prime, 
The ſweet Corycian and Pamphylian Thyme, © 
Theſe you muſt boil; together with the reſt 
In this enſuing Catalogue expreſt: | 
Fennel and Hop that cloſe Embraces weaves, 

Parſley and Fumitory's bitter Leaves 

Wild Fern on ev'ry Down and Heath you'll meet? 

With Leaves reſembling Pohpus's ſnagg'd Feet; 

And Maiden-hair, of Virtue ſtrange, but true, 

For dipt in Fountains, it retains no Dew: #4 8 

Hart's-tongue and Citarch muſt be added too. 
The greater Part, and. with ſucceſs more ſure, . 

By Mercury perform the happy Cure; a 

A wond'rous Virtue in that Mineral lies, 

Whether by force of various Qualities 

Of Cold and Heat, it flies into the Veins, 

And with a fiercer Fire their Flame reſtrains, 

Conqu'ring the raging Humours in their Seat, 

As glowing Steel exceeds the Forge's heat; 

Or whether his keen Particles (combin dee 

With ſtrange S when tht are once disjoin'd, 

Diſperſe, all Quarters of the Foe to ſeize, ' 


And burn the very Seeds of the Diſeaſe l ir 
Ot whither 'tis with ſome more hidden force, / 
Endow'd by Nature to perform its Courſe, 

4 | 
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Ts hard to ji „ but tho; the Gods conceal, 1 | -- 
The virtua e they did its uſe reveal. 4 * F o 
Now by what means twas found our Sang ſhall ſheys,. 
Nor may ,we-let /Heay'ns, Gifts in Silence g. 

In Syrian Vales where Groves of: Ofier grow, - : 
And: where | Callirrhoe!s ſacred. Fountains flow. 
Ilceus the Huntſman, who with Zeal ador ed 
The rural Gods, with Gifts their Altars ſtor' d; 
Was yet afflicted with this. reſtleſs Grief, ff,, 
And, if Tradition may obtain Beliefs, + 
As he was watering there each ſpicy Bed. 
Thus to entreat the Sylvan Powirs, is aid. | 
Vou Deities by me ador'd, and thou 
. Callirrhoe, who do'ſt Relief allow _. . „ 
*Gainſt all Diſeaſes; as I ſlew for thee 
The Stag, and fix'd his Head upon a Tree: 
A Tree that do's with leſſer Branches ſpread, . . _ 
Than thoſe that join to that moſt horrid Head. 
| You ſacred Pow'rs, if you'll remove away 
This Plague that racks my Frame all Night and Day, 
I, all. the mingled glories of the Spring, . 
Lillies and Violets to your Seats will bring. * 
8 With Daffadills firſt budding Roſes weave, 11 
ö And on your Shrines the fragrant Garland leave. 


. 
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- __- oo 
I S138 g 


He ſaid, and down upon the Herbage BY. | 
Tir'd with the raging Pain, and raging Day. 
Callirrhoe, (bathing in the neighbouring Well, 
With Musk that grew in Plenty round the Cell) 
Heard the Youth's: Pray'r, and ſtreight in ſoft repoſe 
Th' indulgent Nymph ks heavy Eyes did cloſe, . _ 
Then to his Fancy, from her facred Streams, 
Appear'd, and charm'd him with prophetick Dreams, 
Iiceus ( ſaid ſhe) my Servant, and my Care, 
The Gods at laſt have hearken'd to thy Pray'r ; , 
Yet, on the Earth, as far as Sol can ſpy, | | 
For thy Diſeaſe remains no Remedy. 


* 1 


Cynthia, and Phebus too at her Requeſt, * * 
Into thy tortur d Veins have ſent this Peſt. 
The Stag to her was ſaered which you flew, . 


And this the Puniſhment that did enſue, 
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For which the Earth; as für as. fel ean . 
The ſpacious Earth, affords- na Remedy P 
Then ſince her Surface no Relief can lot,” 
To her dark Entrails for thy Cure deten, 10 of " 
A Cave there is, it ſelf an awful hade, 
But by Jove's ſpreading Tree more dreadful: rhtdb; 
Where mingling, Cedars: watiton with the Air, 
Thither ar Hach of Day repair 5/1 
A jet-black Ram kee Pacha day, IG 197 45 4 
And cry, Theſe Rites, great Ops, to thee I pa pay! 
The lefler Pow'rs,! tale Ghoſts and Nymphs o e 
The Smoak of Yew Lan Cypreſs ſhall invite; 
Theſe Nymphs ſhall at the outmoſt Entrance ſtay, 
And through the dark Retreats conduct thy way. 
Riſe, riſe, nor think all this an idle Dream, 
For know I am. the Goddeſs of this Stream. 
This for thy pions Homage to my Cell—-  - 
So ſpake the Nymph, and div'd in into the Well. 
The Youth Marte up aſtoniſh'd, but reſtor'd, 

With grateful Pray'rs th* obliging Nymph ador'd : 
Th Voice bright Goddeſs, I'll with ſpeed Obey, | 

© M aſſiſt and bleſs me on my Way. 
With the next Dawn the ſacred Cave he found, 
With Tenn g Oaks and tow'ring Cedars crown'd; 
A jet-black Ram did at the Entrance ſlay, 
And cry'd; Theſe Rites, LE Ops, to t ee 1 pay: 
The lelber 177, pale Ghoſts and Nymphs of Night, 
The Smoak of Yew and'Cypreſs did invite. 
His Voice reſounding through the hollow Seats, 
Diſturb'd the Nymphs within their deep Retreats. 
Thoſe Nymphs thar toil. in Metals under ground, 
Gave o'er heir Work at th* unexpected Sdund; 
Some Quickſilver, and Sulphur others brought, 

From which calcin'd; wo ub Oar was e ; 
Of pure therial Ligh s tare Beams, 
Of Subterranean FS; 2 5 Streams. FR J 
With various ſeeds. of Earth and Sea they bend, 
For human Eyes too ſubtle and ref d. 

But Lipure who forms the richer Oar, 
Aud. to Turnace brings the Sulph'rous ſtore, * 
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To Ilcem through the dark Receſſes broke, 


And in theſe Words the trembling Youth beſpoke: 


Uceus (for L have heard your Name and Grief) 
Callirrhoe ſends you hither: for. relief; 4; 

Nor has the Goddeſs counſell'd you in vain, 

Theſe Cells afford x Med'cine-for your Pain; 

Take courage therefore, and the Charge obey. _ 
She, ſaid; and thruugh the Cavern leads the way, 
He follows, wond't ng at the dark aboadss © 
The ſpacious: Voids and Subterranean Roads; 
Aſtoniſht there to ſee thoſe Rivers move, 
Which he obſerv'd to loſe themſelves above: 

Each Cave, cry'd Lipare, ſome Pow'r contains. 

I' th' loweſt Manſion. Proſerpine remains; 

The middle Regions Plato's Treaſure hold, 
And Nymphs that work in Silver, Braſs and Gold, 
Of which rich Train am 1, whoſe Veins extend, 
And to Callirrhoe's Stream the ſmoaking Sulphur ſend. 
Thus through the Realms of Night they took their 


Way,. 

And heard Holm far the Forge and Furnace play. 

Theſe (ſaid the Nymph) the Beds of Metals are, 

That give you wretched, Mortals ſo much Care. 

By thouſand Nymphs of Earth and Night enjoy'd, 

Who yet in, various Tasks are all employ'd. 

Some turn the Current, ſome the Seeds diſſect | 

Of Earth and Sea, which ſome again collect, 

That, mixt with Lig tning, make the Golden Oir, . 

While others quench in Streams the ſhining ſtore. « 

Not far from hence the. Cyclops Cave is found, 

See how it glows, hark. how their Anvils ſound, 

But here turn off, and take the right-hand way, 

This Path do's.to that ſacred Stream convey, . 

In which thy only Hope remains: She ſaid, 

And under Golden Roofs. her Patient led. 

Hard by, the Lakes of Liquid Silver flow'd, 

Which to the. wond'ri Yourh'rhe Goddeſs ſhow'd; . 

Thrice waſlit in theſe (faid ſhe) thy Pains .ſhall end, 

Aud all the Stench into the Stream deſcend, 
Thrice 
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Thrice with her Virgin hands the.Goddeſs/threw  -- 
On all his ſuffering Limbs the healing Dew: 
He, at the falling Filth admiring ood, 7:2 FE TR 
And ſcarce believ'd, for Joy, the Virtue of the Flood. 
When therefore you return to open Day, 
With Sacrifice Diana's Rage alla, 
And Homage to the Fountain's Goddeſs pay. 
Thus ſpake the Nymph, and through the Realms of 
Reſtor'l the grateful Youth to open Light. (Night | 
This ſtrange Invention ſoon brain d teliet,-.- 
And flying Fame divulg'd the ſure Relief. 
But firſt Experiments did only join,' +, 1, 
And for a Vehicle uſe lard of wine 
Larch-gum and Turpentine were added neut. 
That wrought more ſafe, and leſs the Patient vext; 
. Horſe-greaſe and Bears with them they did compound, 
. Bdellium ànd Gum of Cedar uſeful fouſdd 
Then Myrrh, and Frankincenſe were us'd by ſome, | 
With living Sulphur and Arabian Gum; 4 | 
But if black Hellebore be added too, WA : 
With Rain-bow Flowers, your Method I allow; 1 
' Benzoin and Galbanum I next require, | . 
Lint-Oil, and Sulphur's e'er it feels the Fire. | 
With theſe Ingredients mix'd, you muſt not fear E 
Your ating Limbs and Body to beſmear, F 
0 
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Nor let the foulneſs of the Courſe diſpleaſe, PE Pay 
Obſcene indeed, but leſs than your Diſeaſe: F. 
Vet when you do anoint, take ſpecial care $| 
That both your Head and tender Breaft you ſpare. B. 
This done, Wrapt cloſe and ſwath'd, repair to Bed, Li 
And there let ſuch thick Cov'rings be o'er-ſpread, Be 
Till ftreams of Sweat from ey'ry pore you Date : Pa 
For twice five Days you muſt repeat this Courſe; Te 
Severe indeed, but you your Fate muſt bear, Te 
And ſigns of coming Health will ſtreight appear. M. 
The Maſs of Humours now diffoly' d within, | Te 
To purge themſelves by Spittle ſhall begin. By 
Till you with wonder at your feet ſhall ſee. Str 
A tide of Filth, and bleſs the Remedy. 5 An 
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Fox Ulcers that ſhall then the Mouth oftendd, 
Boil Flowers that Priyet and Pomegranets ſend. 
Now, only now, I would forbid the uſe 
Of generous. Wine that noble Soils produce; 
All ſorts without diſtinction you muſt fly, | 
The ſparkling Bowl with all its Charms deny. 

Riſe, now victorious, Health is now at hand, 
One labour more is all I ſhall command, | 


Eaſie and pleaſant ; you muſt laſt perpare 2 | 


Your Bath, with Roſemary and Lavender, 

Vervain and; Yarrow too muſt. both be there; 

Mongſt theſe. your ſteeping Body you muſt lay, 

To chear, you, and to walk all Pregs away, : 
But now the verdant Bleſſings that belong 

To new-diſcover'd Worlds demand our Son 

Beyond Herculean Bounds the Ocean roars 

With loud Applauſe to thoſe far diſtant Shoars. 

The ſacred Tree. muſt next our Muſe employ, 

That only could this raging Plague deſtroy ; 

Juſt Praiſe (Urania) to this Plant allow, * 

And with its happy Leaves upon thy .Brow,  _ 

Through all our Latian Cities take thy way, put 

And ro admiring Crouds the healing 2 diſplay; 

E'en I my ſelf Tal prize my Strains the more, 

For Bleſſings never Seen nor Sung before. 
Perhaps ſome more exalted Poet (warm'd - 

For Martial i with this new Subject charm'd, 

Shall quit the noble Buſineſs of the Field, 

Bequeath to Ruſt the Sword and poliſht Shield, 

Leave wrangling Heroes that o'ercome or die, 

Both Maes x in the ſame obſcurity; _ 2 

Paſs o'er the harraſt Soil and bloody Stream, * 

To proſecute this more delightful Theme; 

To tell how firſt auſpicious Navies made 

More bold attempts, and th' Ocean's bounds eſſay'd; 

To ſing vaſt Tracts of Land beyond the Main; 

By former Ages gueſs'd, and wiſht in vain, 

Strange Regions, Floods and Cities to rehearſe, 

And with true Prodigies adorn their Verſe; | 
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Shall 
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New Lands new Seas, and e Lands te ; 
Another Heaven, and other Stars deſe ors 


When this iis. done, reſume their Martial Strain, 


And crown ou Conqueſts in each ſavage Plain, 


That ev'n from Vanquiſhment advantage dtaws, 
N with European Arts, and Laws, 

ng (what future Ages s wilt + miner 

How Earth and Sea one Veſſel did ſurrou 

Fhbrice happy Bard, to whom indulgent Heay'n | 

A Soul capacious of this Work +, iv'n. 

My weaker Mufe ſhall think her Office done, 

Of alt cheſe wonders to record but one: 
One ſingle Plant which theſe apy Lands produce, 
To ſpeciſie and few its foy'res 


By what adventures found, hee wat waſted o'er | 
From unknown Worlds to wa ph wond'ring Shore, 


Far weſtward hence, where th Ocean deem to boil 
Beneath fferoe Canter, lyes a ſpacious Ie, 
Deſcry'd by Spaniards rqving on the Main, 
And juſtly honour'd with the Name of Spain. 
Fertile in Gold, but far more bleſt to be 
The, Garden of this conſecrated” Tree: 
Its Trunk erect, but on his Top is ſeen 


Af preading Grove with Branches ever Green; 


— his Boughs a little Nut is found, 
poignant, and with Leaves encompaſy'd round; 
— ſtubborn, Subſtance roothieſy makes the Saw, 


And ſcarcely, from the, Axe receives a flaw; 
Diſſected, various Colours meet view, 


The outward Bark is of the Laurel hue; - 
The next like Box, the parts more inward 
Of dusky Grain, but not fo dark as Jer, 

If to theſe mixtures you. will add the Red, 
All. Colours of the gaudy Bow are ſpread. 
This Plant the Natives, conſcious of its uſe, 
Adore, * * religious Care produce; 
On ev'ry_ Hill, in ev Vale tis found, 
And held BY reateft Bieffivg of the Ground 
Againſt this Peſt, that art Rages there, 
From Skies infected and polluted Air: 
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Or break in Splinters, which they ſteep awhile 


And heal the Breaches where dire Ulcers feed. 


And adding Hony boil the Chips again: 


Hours aft the white where no offenſive Wind 


And make you think the Method too ſeyere. 
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The outward Bark as ufeleſs they refiiſe, „ 
But with their utmoſt force the Timber bruiſe, 


In Fountains, and when ſoak'd, in Veſſels boil, 

Regardleſs how too fierce a Fire may make 
The Juice run oder, whofe healing Froth they take, 
With which they barhetheir Limbs where Puſtles breed, 


Half boil'd away, the Remnant they retain, _ 


To: ufe no other Liquor when they Dine, 

Their Country's Law, and greater Prieſt enjoin : 
The firſt Decoction with the riſin Lo | 
They drink, and once again at fall of . 
This Courſe they ftriftly hold when dick beak, 
*Till C n has her Monthly Progreſs run, 


Nor the leaſt Breath of Air can entrance find. 
But who will yield us credit to proceed, 

And tell how wond'raous ffenderly they feed? 
Juſt ſo much Foòd as can bare Life preſerye, - 
And to its Joints connect each feeble Nerve: 
Yet let not this ſtrange Abſtinence deter, 


This Drink itfelf will waſtech Strength repair, 
For Nector and Ambroſia too are . oh 
All Offices of Nature it maintains, ” 
The Heart refreſhes, and recruits the Veins. 
When the Draught's ta*en, for two hours and ne more 
The Patient on his Couch is coyer'd o'er , 
For by this means the Liquor with more eaſe 
Expels in Streams of Sweat the foul Diſeaſe, 
All Parts (O prodigy !) grow ſound within, 
Nor any Filth remains upon the Skin ; 1 
Freſh Youth in ey'ry Limb, freſh Vigour's found, 1 
And now the Moon has run her Monthly Round. 
What God did firſt the wond'rous uſe diſplay 

Of this bleſt Plant, what chance did firſt conyey 

Our European Fleet to that rich Shore, 
That for their Toil ſo rich a Traffick bore, 

ai a Our 
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Our Song ſhall-now unfold ; a. Navy bound 
For no known Port nor yet diſcoyer'd, Ground. 
Reſolv'd the Secrets of the Main to find, ., | 
And now they leave their Native Shore behind, > 
Clap on more Sail, and skudd before the Wind. | 
Thus on the ſpreading Ocean they did ftray,.* _ 
For many Weeks uncertain. of their Way. -.;..,, \. 
The thronging Sea-Nymphs, wond'ring at the Pride 
Of each tall Sbip, appear above the Lide, q 
And with proportion'd ſpeed around them glide, -. 
Charm'd with. each painted Stern and golden Prow,, 
With each gay Streamer, ſtriving as they go 
To catch their Pictures in the Flood below, 1.:. . 
*Twas Night, but Cynthia did ſuch Beams diſplay, - 
So ſtrong as more than half reſtor'd the Day, 
When the bold Leader of this roving Train, L 
(The braveſt Youth that ever ſtemm'd the Main;; 
As on the Decks he lay with anxious Care, 
And watchful o'er his Charge, conceiv'd this Pray'r; 
Bright Goddeſs of the Night (ſaid he) whoſe ſway 
All humid Things and theſe yaſt Seas obey;.... 
Twice have we ſeen thy infant Creſcents = .. | 
And twice united in a glorious, Ring 
Since firſt this Fleet commenc'd her reſtleſs Toil, 
Nor yet have gain'd the Sight of any Soil. 
O Virgin Star, of nightly Planets chief, 
Vouchlafe your weary. Wanderers relief; . - 
Let ſome fair Continent at laſt ariſe, 
Or ſome leſs diſtant Iſle ſalute our Eyes 
At leaſt ſome Rock with one ſmall Rill and Port, 
For theſe o'er-Jlabour'd Boats and Youths ſupport. 
The Goddeſs heard not this Addreſs. in vain, 
But leaves to her nocturnal Steeds:the Rein, 
And like a Sea-Nymph floats upon the Main: 
So well diſguis'd that Clotho's ſelf might be , 
Deceiv'd, and take her for Cymotho? , 
With ſuch a Mein ſhe cut the yielding Tide, 
And in theſe, Words beſpoke the wand'ring Guide; 
| Take Courage, for the next approaching Day 
Shall {ce theſe Ships ſafe riding in the Bay; 
| 5 8 But 
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But ſtay not long where firſt your Anchors fall, 

The Fates to yet more diſtant Regions call; 

Find Ophyre, high-ſeated in the Main;; 

Thoſe Seats for you the Deſtinies-ordain.: . 

She ſaid, and puſht the Keel; a brisker Gale 

Forthwith defcends and pregnates ev'ry Sail: ® 

Now from the Eaſt the Sun invites their Eyes, | 

As faſt they Weſtward ſee the: Mountains riſe- 

Like Clouds at firſt; but as they nearer drew, 

Rocks, Groves and Springs were open'd to their View; 

High on the Decks the joyful Sailors ſtand, 

And thrice with Shouts ſalute th' expected Eand. 

Then ſafely Anchor'd in the promis'd Bay, | 

Firft to the Gods their juſt Devotion pay. | 

Four Days, no more, are ſpent upon. this Soil, 

To fit their ſhatter'd Ships for farther Toil, 

Each hand. once more is to his Charge aſſign'd, 

All take advantage of the friendly Wind; : 

A ſwift and ſteddy Courſe they now. maintain. 

And leave Ancbylia floating on the Main: | 

With Hagia's Coaſt, and tall Ammeria's Iſle, 

The Cannibals moſt execrable Soil; 

O'er all the Deep they now ſee Turrets riſe, 

And Iſlands without number meet their Eyes 

Mongſt theſe they ſingled one, from whence they heard 2 

Streams fall, while ſpreading Groves aloft appear'd : - 7 

Charm'd with theſe: Objects there they put to Shore, | 

Where firſt the Iſland's Genius they adore, -» : 

Then ſpread their Banquet on the verdant Ground, 

W hilt .Bowls of ſparkling Wine go. nimbly round; 

Refreſht, they ſeparate, ſome to deſcry . _ 

The Country, others more o'er-joy'd to ſpy 

Beneath the Flood pure Gold lye mixt with Sand, © * 

And ſeize the ſhining. Oar with greedy Hand. 4 l 

At length a Flock of painted Birds, they view, 

With azure Plumes and Beaks of Coral hue, 

Which fearleſs through the Glades did ſeem to roye; 

And ,percht ſecurely in their native Grove; L 

The Youths to temper'd Engins haye recourſe, 

That imitate the Thunder's dreadful Force, | 
NEG) 912 nog Vulcan's 
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Vulcay's Invention, while with wond'rous Art 
He did to Men the Arms of Jou impart; 
Each takes his Stand and ſingles out his Mark : 
The dire Ingredients with à ſudden Spark 
Enſlam'd, diſcharge with rag 
The unſuſpefting/ Birds by hundreds fall; 

The Air With Smoak and Fire is cover'd round, 
The Groves and Rocks aftoniſht with the Sound, 
And ſhaking Sands beneath the Seas rebound. 
The Remnant of the Flock with terror fly 


e the whizzing Ball, 
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To Rocks, whoſe Turrets ſeem'd to pierce the Sky; 
From whence with human Voice (O dire Portent!} 


One of this feather'd Tribe theſe Numbers feat. 
You who have Sacrilegiouſſy aſſay d 


The Sun's lov'd Birds, and impious flaughter made, 


Hear what th'enrag'd avenging God prepares, 
And in — Sounds by me declares. 


Know, you at laſt have reacht your promis d Soil 


For this > Ophyre's long-expetted Ifle, 
But deſtin'd Empire ſhall not yet obtain 
Of Provinces beyond the weſtern Main, 
The Natives of long Liberty deprive, 
Found Cities, and à new Religion give, 
Till Teils by Earth and Sea are 


\ 


And many dreadful Battels Joſt and won; 
For, fall leave your 'Trunks on foreign Land, 


Few ſhaner'd Ships ſhall reach your Native Sand. 
In vain ſhall ſome Sail back again, to find 


Their wretched Comrades whom they left behind; 


Whoſe Bones of Fleſh diveſted ſhall be found, 
For Cyclops top in theſe dire Coaſts abound : + 
Your Foesx-o'er-come, your Fleet in Civil Rage 
Shall difagree, and Ship with Ship engage. 
Nor end your Sufferings here, a ſtrange Difcaſe, 
And maſt obſcene, ſhall on your Bodies ſeize; 
In this Diſtreſs your Error you ſhall mourn, 
And to thefe injur'd Groves for Cure return. 
This dreadful Doom the feather'd Prophet ſpoke, 
And ſculkt within the Covert of the Rock. 
Aſtoniſnt with the unexpe&ed Sound, 
Thi offending Men fell proſtrate on the Ground 
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Fogiveneſs from the ſacred Flock to gain, 
But chiefly Phœbss' Pardon to obtain. 
The Guardians of the Grove to reconcile, 
And once more hail the fair Ophyrian Iſte. 
Theſe Rites perfotm'd, returning on their 
A race with human Shape hay boo farvey;' . - 
But black as Jet, who fally'd' from the Wood, 

And made the Vale more dark in which oc Kod; 
No Garment o'er their Breaſts or Shoulder _ 
And Wreaths of peaceful" Olive on their 

Unarm'd, yet more with wonder ſtruck — four, 
They view'd the Strangers, and approach'd more near; 
Aſtodifht at their plictering Arms, but more 

At each proud Vell if 9 4 upon the Shore, 

The Flag a and Streamers ſporting with the Wind, 
And th — wore then — 
Some Gods, or Heroes to the Gods ally 'd, 

And more than Mortal Reverence — ply'd; 

But to our Chief their-feft. R a they paid, 

And cheap, but yet moſt Preſents matte, 
Rich Golden 823 of ufe and worth unknown, 

And only priz'd by them becanfe it ſhone, | 
With which-che Blefſings of theit Fields were born, 
Ripe bluſhitig Fruits and pond'rous Ears of Corn; 
Unpoliſht but capacious Veſſels, fild 

With Hony from each fragrant Tree diſtill'd, 

Which did from Heaven in nightly Dew arrive, 
Without che tedious Labours of the Hive. | 
With them our 'Garments like Reception found ; 8 


And now the Tribes ſate mingled on the Otound, 

With Indian Food and Spaniſb — crown'd : 

Who can expteſs the Savages deli 

As if the Gods ſome Mortal ſhoul invite 

To heavenly Courts, and with the Netfar-bowl 

Into a Deity exalt his raviſkt Soul! 
By chance the foletiti Day was drawing near, 

The greateſt Feſtiyal of all the Tear; 

And to the Sun, their greateſt God, belong d, 


To which from ey * Part the ere throng GS.” 
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With whom their Neighbours of Heſperia met, * 

And now within the ſacred Vale were ſet 

Each Sex, and all degrees of Age were ſeen, 

But plac'd without di inction on the Green; 

| - Yet from the Infant to the grizled Head, | 

b A Cloud of Grief o'er ev'ry Face was ſpread, 

| All languiſh'd with the ſame obſcene Diſeaſe, 140 

1 And Years, not Strength, 2 the Degrees; 
Dire. Flames upon their Vitals fed within, 


N 


a 


; While Sores and cruſted Filth prophan'd their Skin. * ; 
4 At laſt the Prieft in ſnowy Robes array'd, 1150 

2 The Boughs of healing Guiacum diſplay'd, a 
Which (Apr in o=y Streams) he ſhoo around. 15 

To Purge, for holy Rites, the tainted Ground. s 

An Heifer then — the Altar flew; | > +7 \ 

: A. Swain ſtood near on whom the Blood he threw, \ 

A Then to the Sun began his myſtick Song, ? 

3 And ſtreight was ſeconded by all the Thro 8 

x 7 

1 

1 

* 


Both Swine and Heifers 8000 by thouſand 
And Natives on their roaſted Entrails feed. 
Our Train with wonder ſaw: theſe Rites, bot more 

Aſtoniſnt at the Plague unſeen befor: 
Mean- while our Leader in his careful Breaſt 
Form'd ſad Conjectures of this dreadful Peſt,” [ 
This, this, ſaid he (the Gods avert our Fate). 4 A 
Is that dire Curſe which Phebus did relate; 
The Bird's prodigious Song I now recall, K 
The ſtrange Diſeaſe that on our Troops mall fall. V 
As therefore from the Altar they retir d. 
Our Gen'ral of the Native: Prince enquir'd, br P. 
To what dread Power theſe Off rings did belong? A 
What meant that languiſnhing infected Throng 2 - A 
And why the Shepherd by the Altar ſtood #7 “dt le 
And wherefore Sprinkled with hes uſhing Blood? K 
In 
Tl 
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To which the Iſland Monarch, Noble Gueſt. 
With annual Zeal theſe Off rings ae N 
To Phœbus enrag'd wes aſſign'd, + |; 
And by our Anceſtors of old join 

But if a. foreign Nation's toils to learn, . 
4 lels refin'd, be wor your leaſt concern, 
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If you have any Senſe of . xi Fate, 
From its firſt Source the Story I'll relate. 
Perhaps you may have heard of Azlas' Name, 
From whom in long deſcent great Nations came; 
From him we ſprang, and once a happy Race, 
Beloy'd of Heay'n while Piety had place, 
While to the Gods our Anceſtors Aid! m7” 
And grateful Off rings on their Altars lay. i 
But when the Powers to be defpis'd began, 
When to lewd Luxury our Nation ran; 
Who can expreſs the Mis'ries that enſu'd, © _ | 
And Plagues with each returning Day renew'd ® 

Then fair Atlantia; once an Iſle of Fame,” * 6 

(That from the mighty Atlas took its Name, | 
Who there had govern'd long with upright Sway ß 
Was gorg'd intire, and ſwallowed by the Sea. a | 
With which our Flocks and Herds werewholly drown'd,. 

Not one preſery'd, or ever after found. 

Since when outlandiſh Cattle here are flain, 

And Bulls of foreign Breed our Altars ſtain; 

In that dire Seaſon this Diſeaſe was bred, . 

That thus o'er all our tortur'& Limbs is ſpredad - 
Moſt univerſal from its Birth it grew, n 
And none have ſince efcap'd,” or very few; 

Sent from above to ſcourge that vicious Age, 

And chiefly by incens'd Apollo's Rage. | 
For which theſe annual Rites were firſt ordain d, f 
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Whereof this firm Tradition is retain'd. | 
A Shepherd once (diſtruſt not ancient Fame) ? 

Poſſeſt thefe Downs, and Syphilus his Name. v1 

A thouſand Heifers-in theſe Vales he fed, ke .4 

A thouſand Ewes to thoſe fair Rivers led: | K 

For King Alcithous he rais'd this Stock, | 9 

And ſhaded in the Covert of a Rock, . = 


For now 'twas Solftice, and the Syrian Star 
Increaſt the Heat and ſhot his Beams afar ; 
The Fields were burnt to Aſhes, and the Swan 
Repair'd for ſhade to thickeſt Woods in vain, 
No Wind to fan the ſcorching Air was found, 
No nightly Dew: refreſht the thirſty Ground! 

. $ R 5 ; This 
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This Drought our Syphilys beheld with pain, 
Nor could the ut aint, of mg ain, 
But to the Noon- day Sun with up-caſt Eyes, 

In rage threw theſs reproaching Blaſphemies :. 
Is it for this, O Sol, that thou art ſtyl'd 

Our God and Parent } Haw are we beguild! 
Dull Bigots, td pay H to thy Name; _ 
And with rich Spices feed thy. Altar's Flame! 
Why do we yearly Rites for thee prepare, 
Who tak'ſt of our Affairs ſo little Care? | 
At leaſt thou might'ſt between the Rabble Kine 
Diſtinguiſd, and thefe royal Herds of mine. 
Theſe to the great Alcithous belong, 


Nor ought to periſh with the vulgar throng. 
Or ſtall ah 


I rather think yaur cox; | 
With envious Eyes qur thaiving Stock did fee? _. 
I grant vou had ſufficient Cauſe indeed: 5 


A thouſand Heifers of the ſnamy Breed, 

A thouſand Ewes of mine theſe Downs did feed; 
W hilt one Etherial Bull was all your Stock, 
One Ram, and to. preſerve this mighty Flack, 


Lou muſk forſooth your Syrian Dog maintain: 


Why do I worſhip then a Pow'r fa vain ? 
Hence 1 IN will bring 

My Off rings, ore my. greater King, 
Who Jo's fach iaus Trab of Land poſſe 
And whoſe vaſt Pow'r the conquer d Seas co 
Him 1'll invoke: my Suff rings to redreſs. 
He'll ſtreight command the cooling Winds. to blow. 
Refreſhing Show'rs on Trees and Herbs beſtom, 
Nor ſuffer Thirſt, bath Flock and Swain to kill. 


He faid, and forthwith on a neighbouring Hill 


Erects an Altar to his: Monarch's Name, 


' The Swains from fax bring Incenſe to the Flame. 5 


At length to greater Victims they proceed. 
Till Swine and Heifers too by hundreds bleed, 


On whale half roaſted Fleſn the impiaus W retebe 


feed. ENS | 
All Quarters, foqn. were fillid with the Report, 
That ceas q nat w it reacht, the Monarchs Court; 
. ; Th' afþiring 


— 
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Th" aſpiring Prince with Godlike Rites o'erjoy'd; 
Commands all Altars elſe. to be deſtroy d, ie 
Proclaims himſelf ia Earth's low Sphere to be 
The and ſuffictent Deity , 2 "Py 
That heay'nly Pow'rs liv'd too remote and high. 
And had enough to do to Rule the Sly. 
Th. all- ſeeisg dun no longer could fuftaia | 
Theſe Practices, bit with enrag d Diſdain 1 
Darts forth ſuch peſtilent — Beams, 
As ſhed Infection on Air, Earth and Streams; 1 
From whenee this Malady its Birth receiy'd, 
And firſt th* offending Syphilus was griev'd, 
Who rais'd forbidden Altars on the Hill, _ 
And Victims Mood with impious Hands did fpill; 1 
He firſt wore Buboes Jreadfil to the Sight, 1 
aff the Night; | 


Firſt felt ſtrange Pains, and ſleepleſs p 
From him the Malddy receiy'd its Name! 
The neighbouring Shepherds cateht the ſpreading Flames: _ * 
At laft in City and in Court "twas known, 4 
And ſeiz'd th' anibitious Monarch on his Throne. 
In this Diſtreſs the wretched Tribes repair 
To Ammerice, the Gods Interpreter, 
Chief Prieſteſs of the conſecrated Wood, 
In whoſe Retreats the awful Tripod ſtood, 
From whenee the Gods Neſponſal ſhe expreſt; 
The Crowd enquire what Cauſe produc'd this Peſf,: 
What God enrag'd? and how to be appeas'd? 
And laſt, what Cure remain'd for the Diſeas'd*- 12 
To whom the — — — Fhe Zum incens' d, 
With juſt Revenge theſe Forments has commene d. 
What Man can with immortal - Pow'is compare? 
Fly, Wretches, fly, his Altars ſoon repair, top 
Load them with Incenſe, him wirh Pray'rs invade, | 
His:Anger will not eaſily be laid; = 
Your Doom is paſt, black Styx lias heard him ſwear, | 
This Plague ſhould never be extinguiſhit here. 
Since then your Soil muſt ne'er be wholly free, 
Heav'n at leaſt to yield ſome Remedy: 
A milk-whire Cow on Ju Altar lay, 
To Mother Earth a jet-black Heifer ſlay; 
22 4 
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One from above the happy Seeds ſhall ſhed,” 


The other rear the Grove and make it Iptead," 00 
That only for your [Grief a Cure ſhall yield. 112046 
She ſaid: the Croud returti'd to th open'd Field, | 
Rais'd Altars to the Sun without delay, TH 
To Mother Earth and Juno Victims 1! | 


a ö 
- >*Twill ſeem moſt ſtrange what now 1 fan baue, | 


But by our Gods and Anceſtors 1 wear, "RY 
"Tis ſacred Truth 
Theſe Groves that ee fo wide and look 10 green,. 
Within this Ifle, 'till then, were never ſeen, 
But now before their Eyes the Plants were fond | 

To ſpring, and in an inſtant ſhade the Ground, 

The pſy forthwith bids Sacrifice be done, 

And Juſtice paid to the offended Sunn 

Some deſtin'd Head t' attone the Crimes of al, 

On Syphilys the dreadful Lot did fall, 1 

Who now was plac'd before the Altar bound, 

His Head with ſacrificial Garlands 1 


His Fhroat laid open to the lifted Knife, 


But interceding Juno ſpar'd his Life 21s of 
Commands them in his Stead aHeifer ſlay, | 
For Phebus' Rage was now remov'd 40 
This made our grateful Anceſtors enjoin; | 
When firſt theſe annual Rites they did _ 
That to the Altar bound a Swine each time 
Should ftand, to witneſs Syphilus his Crime. 
Alt this infected Throng whom you behold, 
Smart for their Anceſtors Offence of old: 
To- heal their Plague this Sacrifice is done, | 
And reconcile them to *th” offended Sun. 
The Rites'perform'd,' the hallow'd Boughs they ſeize; 
The ſpeedy certain Cure for their Diſeaſe. - 

With fuch diſcourſe the Chiefs their Cares dective; 


- Whole Tribes of different Worlds. united live, 


"Till now the Ships ſent back to Europe's Shore, 
Return, and bring prodigious Tidings oer; 


That this Diſeaſe did now through Europe rage, 


Nor any Med cine en mu cou d ee 


* * 
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That in their Ships no ſlender Number mourn'd, 
With Bpils without and inward Ulcers burn d. i 
Then call'd to mind the Bird's prophetick Sound, 
That in thoſe Groves Relief was to be found. 
Then each with ſolemn Vows the Sun entreats, i 
And gentle Nymphs the Guardians of thoſe Seats." 
With luſty Strokes the Grove they next invade, - f 
Whoſe weighty Boughs are on their Shoulders laid, 
Which with the Natives Methods they prepare, | 
And with the healing Draughts their Health repair. | 
But not forgetfub of their ' Country's God. fl 
They fraig their largeſt Ships with this rich Wood, | 
To try if in our Climate it would de 
Of equal uſe, for the ſame Malady +: - 
The Year's mild Seaſon ſeconds their Deſire; © 
And weſtern: Winds their willing Sails inſpire: 
Iberian Coaſts, you firſt were happy made 
With this rich Plant, and wonder'd at its Aid; 1 
Known now to France and neighbouring Germany,) 4 
Cold Scythian Coaſts and temp'rate tal, 8 
To Europe's Bounds, all bleſs the vital Tree. = 

Hail Heav'n- born Plant! whoſe Rival ne'er-was'ſcen;. 
Whoſe Virtues like thy Leaves are ever green 
Hope of Mankind and Comfort of their Eyes, 
Of new. diſcover'd Worlds the richeſt Prize. 
Too happy, would indulgent Gods allow 
Thy Groves in Europe's nobler Clime to grow: 
Vet if my Strains have any force, thy Name 
Shall flouriſn here, and Europe ſing thy fame. 
If not remoter Eands with Winter bound, 
Eternal Snow, nor Libya's:\corching Ground; 
Yet Latium and Benacus cool Retreats 
Shall thee reſound, with Atheſis“ fair Seats, 
Too bleſt, if Bembus live thy Growth to ſee, 
And on the Banks of Tyber gather thee, | 
If he thy matchleſs Virtues once rehearſe, 6 
And crown thy Praiſes with eternal Verſe. * 


* 
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He's come to loſe his Maidenhead to-day. 
Be not too fierce, for he's a of Age; 
And ne'er, till now, .debauch'd-upon. the Stage. 
He wants the ſuf ring part of Refolutionz 
And comes with Bluſhes to his Execution, | 
Ere you deflow'r his Muſe, he hopes the Pit 
Will make ſome Settlement upon his Wit. 
Promiſe him well, before the Play begin; 
For he wou'd fain be cozen'd into Sin. 6 
Tis not bur that he knows ge to fail; 
But, if you leave him after being frail, $1 $ 


He'll have; at laaſt, a fair Pretence' to rail; 


To call you. bafe, and ſwear you us'd him ill, 
And put you in the new Deferters Bill: 
Lord, what a Troop of perjur'd Men we ſee; 
Enow to fill another Mercury“ 
But this the Ladies may with Patience brook: 
Theirs are not the firſt Colours you forſook! 
He wou'd be loth the Baaatias to offend; 
But, if he ſhon'd, he's not too old to mend. 
He's a young Plant, im his firft Year of bearing; 
But his Friend ſwears, he will be worth the rearing, 
His Gloſs is {till upen him: Tho' tis true 
He's yet unripe, yet take him for the Hue. 
You think an Apricot half green is beſt; 
There's ſweet and ſour: And one Side good at leaſt, 
Mango's and Limes, whoſe Nouriſnment is little, 
Tho not for Food, ate yet preſerv'd for Pickle. 
So this green Writer may pretend, at leaſt, 
To whet your Stomachs for a better Feaſt. 
He makes this difference in. the Sexes too, 
He ſells to Men, he gives himſelf to you. 

| | To 
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To both, he won'd contribute ſome Delight; 

A meer Poetical Hexmaphrodite. : | 
Thus he's equipp'd, both to be woo'd, and woo; 
With Arms o enſive, and defenſive too; 3 
Tis hard, he thinks, if neither part will do, 
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A Dialogue between Plain Tu urn 1 


and IG NORA Nc. - 

TRUTH. 

| CPP ſpeed you, ancient Father,. | {2 
And give you a good Day., > Il 


What is the Cauſe, I pray you, 
So ſadly here you: ſtay ? 8 , 
And that you keep ſuch gazing 4 
On this decayed place? 2 
The which for Superſtition: 
Good Princes down did raze.. | 
IGNORANCE, 
Chill tell thee by my vazen, g 
That zometimes che have known, 45 
A vair and goodly Abbey 14 
Stand here, of Brick and Stone : . ; 
And many holy Urier, f 
As ich may ſay to thee, 
Within theſe goodly Cloyſters, | 
Che did full often zee. ns 
| RUTH d 
Then I mult tell thee, Father, 
In Truth, and Verity, 
A ſort of greater Hypocrites | 
Thou could'ſt not likely ſee: l 
Deceiving of the Simple, | * 
With falſe and feigned Lies; | 
But ſuch an Order, truly, . | 
Chriſt never did deyile, £1 þ 


— 
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232, IGNORANCE. 

z Ab, ab, che zmell thee now, Man, 

R "Che no well what thou a. 
Vellow of mean Learning. 
Che was not worth a Vert: 1115 

Vor when we had the old Law, 

A merry World was then, 

And every thing was plenty, 

$ Among all ſorts of Men. 

1 1 T H. 

Thou iveſt me an Anſwer, 

As did the Jews ſometimes 

Unto the Prophet Jeremy), f 
When he accus'd their Crimes: 

"Twas merry (ſaid the People) 

| And joyful in our Realm; 

When we did offer Spice-cakes. 

Unto the Queen of Heaven. 
IGNORANCE, 
Chill tell thee what, Good-Vellow, 
Before the Vicars went hence, 
A Buſhel of the beſt Wheat. 

VPas zold vor vourteen Pence: 

And yorty Eggs a Penny, _. 

= That were both good and new; 

. And this zhe zay my zelf have zeen, 

= And yet fch am no Jew, 

1 TRUTH. 

. Within the ſacred Bible, 

nn We find it written plain, | 

The latter Days ſhould troubleſome- 
And dangerous be, certain 

That we ſhould be Self. Lovers, 

And Charity wax cold; f 

1 Then *tis not true Religion 

1 That makes the Grief to hold. 
; IGNORANCE. 

Chill tell thee my Opinion plain, 

And © Ron: that well ye. . 
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Ich care not for the Bible Book, Lei 
Tis too big to be true: N dM Dre vob 

Our bleſſed Lady's Pſalter * 
Thall for my Money goz. 0 
Zuch pretty Prayers as there be x 
The Bible cannot ho. 
T:R U T H. 
Now haſt thou ſpoken truly, 
For in that Book indeed Lb voth | 
No mention of our Lady, | 4 
Or Remiſh Saint we red TH 
For by the bleſſed Spirit „ 
That Book indited was, ö > l 
And not by ſimple Perſons; 
As is the fooliſh Maſs. A vi. na 
. IGNORANCE, + 
Cham zure they are not vooliſh f 
That made the Maſs, che trow; | 
Why Man? 'Tis all in Latin, *. 
And Vools no Latin knorr | 
Were not our Fathers wiſe Men, 


And they did like it well | 
Who very much rejoiced  » '! ro | { 
To hear the Zeering-Bellſ̃²ũ / 1 þ$ 
TRUE : x 


But many Kings and Prophets, 
As I may fay to thee, | 
Have wiſht the Light that you have, 
And could it never ſee's:- * 
For what art thou the better 


A Latin Song to hear, 1 1% 2 ; 
And underſtandeth nothing 1th '1 

That they ſing in the uire 2 oo; * TI 3 

| IGNORANCE. h 4 
O hold thy. Peace, che pray thee, 


The Noiſe was paſling trim, | | " 
To hear the Uriers zinging, | 3 
As we did enter inn | * 
And then to zee the Rood-loft if 
420 bravely zet with Zaints, 


We had our holy Water 
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And now to zee them wandting, 
My Heart with Zorfow wants 
| TRUTH... 

The Lord did give Commanainrent, 
No Image thou ſhouldſt make, 

Nor that unto Idolat or: 
You ſhould your ſelf betake z 


The Golden Calf of Iſrael 


Moſes did therefore ſpoil, 
And Baal's Prieſts and Temple 
He brought to utter Folk, 4 
IGNORANCE. 
But our Lady of Walſingham 
Was a pure and holy Zaiat, 
And many Men in Pilgrimage 
Did ſhew to her Complaiat + 
Yea, with zweet Thomns Becker, | 
And many other mo, "LI | 
The holy Maid of Kent likewife, 
Did many Wonders zhow.. ; 
I TR UTA. 
Such Saints are well agreeing 
To your Profeſſion Fare g 50 
And to the Men that made them, 
So precious and fb pure: a 
That one was found a Traywr, 
And judged worthy of Death; 
The other eke for Treaſon | 
Did end his hateful Breath. 
; IGNORANCE. | 
Yea, yea, it is no matter - 
Diſpraiſe them how you will; 


| But zure they did much Gobdneſt, 


Would they were with us ſtill : 


> 


And holy Bread likewiſe, 
And many holy Reliques 
We zaw before our Eyes. 


'- TROUT 


Es LEANY, Forms Io 
TRUTH... 
And all this while ade ou 
With vain ans 
Which neyer Chriſt eoramanded, 

As learned Doctors knows; | \ 
Search then the holy Scri * | 'v 
And you ſhall plaialy 5 | ; * ** 
That headlong to — | 

They — trained the. ii 
IGNORAN c E. 
If it be true, Good-yellow, _ DP." | 
As thou doſt zay to me; | 4 
Then to my Zaviour Jeſus | 
Alone then will I flee : 
Believing in the Goſpel, 
And Paſſion of his _ 
And with the zubtil Papiſts 
Ich have for eyer done. 


A Dialogue between Fancy and. 
DESIRE. 


O ME hither, Shepherd's Swain; 
Sir, Nhat do yon require? 
I pray thee ſhew thy Name? 
My Name is Fond Deſire. 
When waſt thou born, N 
In Pamp and Pride of Ma 
By whom, fweet Child, waſt chou begor? 
Of Fond Conceit, Men Jay. 
Tell me, lor | 
Sweet Youth, and ſugar'd Joys. 
What was thy Meat and FEED Food? N 
Sad Sighs and great Annoys. 
What hadſt thou for to drink? 
Unſa vory Lovers Tears. | 
What Cradle waſt thou rocked in > 


A =. G | | i 
3% De FIr TH Part of 
What lull'd thee then afleep? _ SOLELY: 
. ' Sweet Speech, which likes me beſrft. 
2 Tell me where is thy Dwelling- place? 
1 + . 1,10 goutle Hearts Iwo 994 20 1044 
What thing doth. pleaſe thee moſt? | 
To gaze on Beauty ſtill, OOO 
: Whom doſt thou think to be thy oe: 
i Diſdain of my Good-Will, | 
Doth Company diſpleaſe ? 3 
q Yea ſure, many one. 38 | 
3 Where doth Deſire delight to live? 
by He loves to live alone, *' © 
S Doth either Time or Age 
N bring him to decay ? "eh 
XxX No, no, Deſire both lives and diet 
| Ten thouſand times a Day. _ 
Then Fond Deſire, farewel, 
Thou art no Meat for meg” + 575 5H 5 7 
I ſhould: be loth to dwell 4 
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Farewell to LOV. 


, s I. ; . ; , 
FP falſe Love, the Oracle of Lies, 
A mortal Foe, and Enemy to Reſt, 
An envious Boy, from whence great Cares ariſe, 
A Baſtard vile, a Beaſt with Age poſſeſt: Ai 
A Way for Error, a Tempeſt full of Treaſon, 
In all Reſpe&s contrary-unto Reaſon? © . 
ls v2 JÞ gh | 
A poiſon'd Serpent cover'd all with Flowers, 
Mother of Sighs, and Murtherers Repoſe, Lu 
A Sea of Sorrows, whence run all ſuch Showers 
As Moiſture gives to every Grief that grows; 
A School of Guile, a Neſt of deep Deceit, 
A golden Hook. that holds a poiſon'd Bait. n k 
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III. 
A Fortreſs fled, whom Reaſon did defend, 
A Syren's Song, a Server of the Mind; 
A Maze wherein Affections find no end, 
A running Cloud that runs before the Wind: 
A Subſtance like the Shadow of the Sun, 
A Goal of Grief, for which the wiſeſt run. 
IV. 
A quenchleſs Fire, a Reſt of trembling Fear, 
Path that leads to Peril and Miſhap, 
A true Retreat of Sorrow and . 
An idle Boy that ſleeps in Pleaſure's Lap: 
A deep Miſtruſt of that which certain ſeems, 
A Hope of that which Reaſon doubtful deems. 
V. 
Then ſith thy Reign my younger Years betray'd, 
And for my Faith Ingratitude I find; 
And ſuch Repentance hath the Wrong bewray'd, 


Whoſe crooked Cauſe hath not been after Kind; 


Falſe Love go back, and Beauty frail adieu, 


Dead is the Root from which ſuch Faneies grew, 


The End of the FirTa Parr. 
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